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IN PIRATE WATERS 



CHAPTER I 

WRECK OF THE GOOD SHIP "RICHARD" 

To begin at the very beginning, our hero, William 
Nicholas Vance, was born on Christmas day of 1784, 
at Bonny Eagle, the gray stone farmhouse overlook- 
ing Long Island Sound, that had been occupied by 
his ancestors for three generations. On his father's 
side these ancestors had been soldiers, as well as 
farmers, taking an active part in all the colonial 
wars between Great Britain and France, while on his 
mother's side they had as invariably been sailors. 
Thus our youngster came by direct inheritance to 
a love for the sea and an admiration for deeds of 
daring which he longed to emulate. But alas ! It 
seemed that he ^puld never be either sailor or soldier, 
for he was a cripple. 

At birth, and for a year afterwards, he was as 
sturdy a babe as ever crowed. Then he received a 
fall by which his spine was so injured that when he 
finally learned to walk it was with the aid of a tiny 

B 1 



2 IN PIRATE WATERS 

crutch. Being thus used to a crutch from the very 
first, the boy handled it so skilfully that in many of 
their sports his young companions noted but little 
difference between him and them. He could not 
run so fast as they, it is true, nor did he learn to 
swim; but he could throw a stone or a ball with 
unerring aim, climb the tallest trees with the most 
daring of his mates, hang by the arms longer than 
any of them, and even pull himself up on a bar 
" chin high " with one hand, either right or left, three 
times in succession. Of course, this feat was prodi- 
giously envied by every boy of Billy's acquaintance, 
since no one of them could accomplish it. Thus it 
will be seen that our lad was wonderfully strong in 
the arms, and could, in many instances, make them 
serve him in place of his weakened lower limbs. 

Billy was also a better and more daring boatman 
than any of his young competitors, since he had been 
carefully instructed in the art of sailing by his 
chiefest crony, Martin Quarterman. This old sea- 
dog, having fought under the redoubtable Paul Jones 
and lost a leg in his country's service, now managed 
a small marine railway belonging to the Bonny Eagle 
estate, on which the fisher boats and light-draught 
coasters of that section were accustomed to haul out 
; for repairs. Possibly the similarity of their mis- 
fortunes first drew the man and boy together. Cer- 
tain it is that, by the time the latter was in. his early 
"teens," they were inseparable friends, and Billy 
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was never happier than when listening to the stirring 
reminiscences of the old sailor, or diving into the 
mysteries of knotting, splicing, serving, or whipping. 

Martin Quarterman carried his instructions in nau- 
tical matters farther than this by means of a small, 
but stanch and seaworthy boat that he had built for 
his own use and named Richard. Originally fitted 
with only a single sail, the Richard at various times 
underwent phenomenal changes of rig to suit the 
development of the young sailor to whom she served 
as an object lesson. Thus she had become in turn 
a sloop, a schooner, and at length blossomed forth 
as a brigantine, with yards and squaresails on her 
foremast. Nor was the ambition of her crew sat- 
isfied with even this remarkable spread of canvas; 
for Billy had hardly become familiar with the hand- 
ling of yards and braces, clewing up, settling away, 
reefing and furling, than, to his immense delight, 
he one day found the frequently transformed craft 
equipped with a complete suit of tiny studding sails. 

Martin had not intended these for actual use, but 
only for purposes of instruction, and when Billy de- 
clared that they must instantly put to sea to learn 
what she would do under this new canvas, he shook 
his head doubtfully. But the boy would not be 
denied and insisted so strenuously on carrying his 
point that finally the old sailor relented, and they 
set forth on the memorable voyage that ended in 
disaster ere they were half a mile from shore. 
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A sudden squall, a crew too short-handed to re- 
duce the overpowering spread of canvas in time, and 
as a result Billy Vance was experiencing all the 
thrilling sensations of actual shipwreck; while old 
Martin endured the bitter pangs of mortification and 
self-reproach. 

As the extraordinary appearance of the Richard 
had attracted general attention along shore, her en- 
tire crew were soon rescued from their embarrassing 
situation and borne safely to land. Neither of them 
cared to talk of what had just happened, and barely 
found words to thank their rescuers. Old Martin 
even carried his reticence so far that he would never 
afterwards speak of the distressing incident, save 
only to his youthful companion in misfortune. With 
him, however, he subsequently entered into most 
detailed and mutually satisfactory explanations of 
how and why it had all happened. 

An immediate and melancholy effect of this mis- 
adventure was the summary ending of their experi- 
ments in practical seamanship, at least so far as Billy 
was concerned. Having lost his crutch when the 
Richard capsized, he was compelled to endure the 
humiliation of being carried home like a baby in a 
man's arms. When Mrs. Vance met him, full of 
alarm at his condition, and learned its cause, she then 
and there forbade him ever again to enter a boat of 
any kind so long as he lived. Then she put him to 
bed between hot blankets, and dosed him with such 
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a variety of bitter and scalding decoctions, that the 
poor boy finally expressed a regret at not having 
been drowned and done with it ; at which Mrs. Vance 
exclaimed : — 

" William Nicholas, I fear you are tainted with 
a perversity which I must attribute to the influence 
of that unregenerate old sailorman whom you have 
chosen for a companion. Therefore, I not only for- 
bid you to enter a boat, but also insist that you shall 
never again visit the house of Martin Quarterman." 

Thus at one fell stroke was swept away our hero's 
two chiefest pleasures in life. 

It may be as well to explain that the present Mrs. 
Vance was Billy's stepmother, his own mother hav- 
ing died soon after his birth. As his father was also 
dead, having been killed in the hunting field when 
his son was ten years of age, our boy was to all in- 
tents and purposes an orphan. Although his step- 
mother was rarely unkind to him, she resented 
his being a cripple, nor could she feel for him the 
loving sympathy of an own mother. Moreover, she 
was harassed by many cares and anxieties. Colonel 
Vance had left what was generally considered a fine 
property; but it had been so neglected during the 
late war, and so harried by both armies, as to have 
sadly deteriorated in productive qualities, and was 
now barely capable of supporting the little family 
dependent upon it. Fortunately there were but few 
of them, the only member besides Mrs. Vance and 
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Billy being Emily, the latter's half-sister, who was 
nearly three years his junior, and of whom he was 
devotedly fond. 

Mrs. Vance feared and disliked the sea as much 
as her stepson loved it, and was glad of the, good 
excuse afforded by the Richard's recent mishap to 
forbid Billy from again venturing upon it. Although 
the young sailor regarded this prohibition as the 
very crudest thing that could have happened to 
him, he knew better than to argue the point with 
his stepmother and had been trained to an obedience 
that forbade him to disobey her. So he silently ac- 
cepted the situation and at the earliest opportunity 
retired to "Maintop" for an uninterrupted consid- 
eration of its conditions. 

Maintop was a rocky knoll within the "limits of 
the Bonny Eagle property that commanded an ex- 
tensive view of the Sound and also overlooked the 
Boston post road from New York. A clump of 
cedars, growing near its summit, afforded a complete 
concealment from any who might pass, and our crip- 
pled lad had spent more of his waking hours here 
than in any other one place. With infinite labor 
he had constructed for himself a tiny hut of stone 
walls, and a roof of branches. These were further 
overlaid with an old tarpaulin furnished by Martin 
Quarterman, who, with the exception of loyal little 
Emily, was the only person admitted to the secrets 
of the place. 
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Here the lad kept his choicest treasures, including 
his scanty possession of books, most of which dealt 
in some manner with the sea. In one carefully 
concealed recess, wrapped in a silk handkerchief, was 
his own mother's Bible and her miniature painted 
on ivory. Only Emily had ever been allowed to 
see these things which the boy considered as too 
sacred for even Martin Quarterman's eyes to rest 
upon. 

Hidden with equal care in another part of the 
hut was a treasure that caused Billy's heart to swell 
with pride whenever he looked at or even thought 
of it. This was nothing more nor less than a quad- 
rant such as is used by ship o£Qcers for obtaining 
altitudes. It had belonged to Martin Quarterman, 
who had taken it from a prize captured by a ship on 
which he was serving years before. While the honest 
fellow had no more knowledge concerning the use 
of such an instrument than he had of higher mathe- 
matics, he felt that its mere possession conferred a 
certain dignity. So he had clung to it through all 
the vicissitudes of his checkered career and had finally 
presented it to Billy Vance on the lad's fourteenth 
birthday, as the highest possible mark of his affection 
and esteem. Nor was the quadrant one whit less 
appreciated by its new owner than it had been by 
the old sailorman; and from the moment it came 
into his possession, Billy's chief ambition was to 
obtain a mastery of its mysteries. According to old 
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Martin, its brazen frame embodied the fundamental 
principles of navigation, and this was the one science 
that our lad longed to comprehend. 

On Maintop, then, Billy Vance, sometimes accom- 
panied by little Emily, spent many of his happiest 
hours. He never tired of gazing out over the blue 
waters of the Sound and pronouncing upon the char- 
acter of the many white-winged craft constantly 
passing up or down its broad expanse. Most of 
them he knew were only coasters ; but some he be- 
lieved to be bound for the world's most distant ports, 
while occasionally he was thrilled by the sight of a 
tall frigate, which caused every nerve in his body to 
tingle with delight and longing. 

His outlook, on the other hand, was almost equally 
interesting since it embraced a long sweep of the 
post road over which passed the mail coaches be- 
tween New York and New England, private travel- 
ling-carriages, freight wagons, and in fact all the 
land traffic between what were at that time the two 
most populous sections of the country. Upon these 
things our imaginative lad mused and speculated 
with unflagging interest, since he was possessed of 
all the instincts of a traveller, and an intense longing 
to venture forth into the great world. 

So it was to Maintop that Billy Vance retired 
upon being deprived by his stepmother of his two 
chief pleasures in life, and here, in solitary com- 
munion, he sat down to consider the situation. 



CHAPTER II 



A RESCUE FROM MAINTOP 



At first Billy could only see the darkest side of 
his affairs and could not restrain a flow of hot tears 
as he realized the full meaning of his stepmother's 
recent command. Never again set foot on a boat! 
Never again visit Martin Quarterman I Could any- 
thing be more distressingly ciniel or destructive of 
his happiness than those two mandates? Without 
boats and without Martin, what did life hold of hap- 
piness for him ? What did he care whether he lived 
or died ? Thus thinking, the forlorn lad flung him- 
self face downward on the ground and sobbed as 
though heartbroken. 

Of course he would not for the world have any one 
see him thus, and when at length a gentle hand 
began to stroke his curly head, while a soft voice, 
that also held accents of tears, said pleadingly, 
"Don't cry, Billy; don't cry," he quickly gained 
a sitting posture and turned toward the intruder a 
face red with confusion. 

But it was only Emily, the dear little sister, who, 
young as she was, had already proved his comforter 
in many an hour of pain and despondency. He did 

9 
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not mind Emily, of course; in fact, he had been 
wishing for her at the very moment of her coming, 
and now he poured out all his woes into her sympa- 
thetic ear. The little girl listened patiently until 
the sorrowful recital was ended. Then she said : — 

" It's too bad, Billy ; but I don't believe she meant 
it quite all." 

" She said, ' Never again get into a boat,' and that 
means until I'm twenty-one, which seems almost 
' never,' it's so far oflf. As for poor old Martin, he'll 
be dead long before that time, so I shall never see 
him again, either." 

Of course this was an obvious proposition to Emily, 
seeing that Martin was at that time nearly fifty years 
of age, while her brother was only fifteen, but there 
was still another view to be taken. 

" She didn't say that you mustn't speak to him or 
that he couldn't come and see you, did she?" 
queried the little girl. 

"No, she didn't," cried the boy, his face brighten- 
ing. " She said I wasn't to go to his house, but not 
a word about his coming to mine. I never thought 
of that, but of course he can come here, if he only 
will. Would you mind running down and telling 
him that I want to see him awfully? Only if he 
comes, I guess he'd better keep out of sight of the 
house. And I say, Emily, wait a minute. I've just 
thought of the most splendid plan. We'll invent a 
signal code, the same as Paul Jones used to have. 
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that nobody can understand but ourselves, and you 
shall help make the flags. You mustn't say a word 
about it, though ; not even to Martin, for I want to 
tell him myself." 

Promising absolute silence regarding this wonder- 
ful secret, Emily ran ofif on her errand, leaving Billy 
not only comforted, but happily planning out the 
great scheme with which he had just been inspired. 

Martin Quarterman promptly obeyed the summons 
of his young friend, and, by keeping beyond range 
of the batteries, as he expressed it, managed to gain 
Maintop unobserved, which added a delightful air of 
mystery to the whole proceeding. 

The old sailor was deeply grieved when he learned 
of the recent orders from the "Department," and 
declared a belief that if Mrs. Vance were only pos- 
sessed of the true facts in the case, they would never 
have been issued. Then he explained all over again 
just how and why the accident to the Richard had 
happened, proving so conclusively that it was in no 
way the fault of her crew, but was just such a disas- 
ter as is liable at any time to overtake the largest 
ships under certain conditions, that Billy was greatly 
comforted. He even meditated taking Martin down 
to the house and having him there repeat his per- 
fectly clear statement of the case. On second 
thoughts, however, he decided not to do so, since it 
was not certain that Mrs. Vance would wholly com- 
prehend the strictly nautical terms used by the old 
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sailor. So he contended himself with outlining his 
great scheme of a signal code to be used between 
Maintop and " Galleyhead," as Martin's little place 
down by the shore was called, and it met with such 
instant approval that many of its more important 
details were arranged at once. 

With his usual impetuosity Billy so hastened the 
carrying out of this new plan, that, on the very next 
day old Martin planted the necessary flagstaffs, and 
rigged them with halyards, while Emily sewed busily 
on the brightly colored flags, and her brother worked 
at the signal books. 

The code that he invented was of course a very 
crude and simple affair, but it afforded an immense 
deal of pleasure combined with instruction, and 
there was not a day of the following month on 
which the gayly fluttering flags did not transmit 
important messages between Maintop and Galley- 
head. Nor was our young sailor's interest in nau- 
tical matters allowed to slacken during this time; 
for although he could not go to sea, he became 
possessed of the beautiful model of a full-rigged ship 
over which Martin had labored in secret for more 
than a year. Billy regarded this as a marvel of in- 
genuity and cunning workmanship, as indeed it was. 

Then, too, Martin obtained from one of the vessels 
that hauled out on his ways a nautical almanac, at 
that time an extremely rare and valuable publica- 
tion. This he also presented to his pupil, and in 
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it Billy came face to face with logarithms, which 
he also discovered were connected in some unex- 
plained way with the using of a quadrant. 

With all this the lad never ceased to long for the 
motion of a boat, the pull of a sheet, and the feel of 
a tiller that in the hand of a born sailor sends such 
an ineffable thrill through every nerve. He longed 
to be once more afloat as the desert traveller longs 
for an oasis, or an exile longs for his home. At 
times, therefore, he became bitterly resentful not 
only of his mother's denial of his longings, but of 
his infirmity which, as he believed, debarred liim 
from ever becoming a sailor or taking part in such 
gallant deeds as his soul loved. At such periods he 
always sought the refuge of Maintop, where little 
Emily generally found him and practised her simple 
arts of consolation. It was while emerging from one 
of these black hours and with Emily sitting close be- 
side him, he was moodily gazing up the long stretch 
of post road visible from that point, that the inci- 
dent occurred by which his whole life was changed. 

"You will have the chance of doing brave deeds 
some day. I know you will," Emily declared posi- 
tively ; " only you must learn to be very patient first, 
and that is the hardest of all." 

"I should think so," answered the boy, bitterly, 
" and what's the good of it, anyway ? Patience won't 
teach me to walk without a crutch nor give me the 
same chance that other fellows have." 
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" It might," rejoined Emily, doubtfully. " At any- 
rate, it's a splendid thing to have, and it leads to most 
everything eLse. Mr. Percival said so last Sunday." 

"What does Mr. Percival know about it?" asked 
the other, scornfully. " He's only a preacher, And 
couldn't sail a boat across a mill pond." 

" He does know, though," aflSrmed Emily, stoutly. 
" I'm sure he does, because — Oh ! Billy, look ! 
What do you suppose is coming?" 

The boy looked with languid interest in the direc- 
tion indicated, and then his face brightened. 

" A runaway team, I do believe," he cried, rising 
as he spoke, to gain a better view. 

As the. children watched the rapidly advancing 
cloud of dust it disclosed the outlines of two frantic 
horses running at top speed and whirling after them 
an open carriage. 

" If they don't stop, what a smash they will make 
at the foot of Friar's Hill," exclaimed Billy, his face 
ablaze with the excitement. 

The place thus designated was less than a quarter 
of a mile from Maintop, and at the foot of its steep 
declivity the road crossed a narrow stream, by an 
unrailed wooden bridge. The bed of the stream was 
filled with boulders, many of which were now ex- 
posed to view by a low stage of water, and, as Billy 
foresaw, there must be a catastrophe at that point 
unless the runaway team should pause in its mad 
flight before reaching the brow of Friar's Hill. This 
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there was no prospect of their doing, for they came 
on like a whirlwind while the young spectators 
watched them with trembling fascination. 

Suddenly Emily clutched her brother's arm. " Oh, 
Billy I " she cried, " there is some one in the carriage, 
and I do believe it is a little girl. Seel She is 
standing up and holding on to the front seat. She 
will be killed I I know she will, for there is no one 
to save her. Oh, it is dreadful, and I can't bear it I " 

With this, the child covered her face with her 
hands, closing both eyes and ears Ik) the tragedy she 
believed about to be enacted before her. 

As for the young descendant of soldiers and 
sailors, he stood for a moment irresolute, his face 
alternately flushing and paling. He glanced up 
and down the road. Not a soul was in sight save 
the helpless occupant of the on-rushing carriage. 
He had seen her and realized her peril even before 
Emily spoke, and now the white-clad figure seemed 
to stretch out her arms imploringly to him. 

Only for a moment did young " Greatheart " hesi- 
tate. Then, without a word he sprang forward and 
began to descend the rugged slope of Maintop at a 
pace that would have outstripped many of his more 
able-bodied playmates. As he gained the road, the 
runaway team was so close at hand that he had only 
time to assure himself, by a swift glance, of the little 
girl's continued presence in the carriage, before it was 
upon him. 
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The frantic horses attempted to swerve to one side, 
but with the supremest effort of his life the young 
cripple leaped forward, dropped his crutch, and 
caught at a bridle. In an instant he was jerked from 
the ground with such violence that something in his 
back seemed to snap and bis arms were nearly torn 
from their sockets. An agony* of pain shot through 
his body, and he expected with each moment to be 
flung beneath the trampling iron-shod hoofs. At the 
same time the muscles of his arms seemed to harden 
into steel, and though dashed like a feather-weight 
from side to side, he still clung to that bridle with a 
grasp that could not be broken. 

After a little the dragging weight of the boy began 
to tell, and though he was blinded, choked, and well- 
nigh crazed by the pain in his back, he still realized 
that the terrific pace was slackening. At the same 
time, little by little, the course of the runaways was 
deflected toward the side on which he hung until 
after what seemed to him an eternity of torment 
they plunged into a clump of bushes by the roadside 
and came to a standstill with the brow of Friar's Hill 
less than one hundred yards away. 

A few minutes later, when two terror-stricken 
men, breathless with running, reached the scene, 
they found, close beside the reeking horses, two little 
girls bending with frightened faces over the senseless 
form of a lad who lay, begrimed and motionless, on 
the ground between them. 



CHAPTER III 

BILLY SETS FORTH INTO THE WORLD 

The younger of the two men who had followed 
the runaway team was in livery, and was evidently 
the driver. The other, a gentleman in middle life, 
of kindly face and fine presence, was Dr. Warburton 
Dean of Philadelphia, one of the most eminent sur- 
geons of his day. Having been called to preside 
over a meeting of scientific men in New Haven, he 
had taken with him his only child Ruth, who was of 
an age with Emily Vance, and they were returning to 
their home by leisurely stages in their own carriage 
when the runaway that so nearly ended in disaster 
occurred. 

Both Dr. Dean and his man had stepped from the 
carriage to examine a trifling defect in its rear axle, 
when a partridge, dashing with a loud whirr from 
the roadside, startled the horses into a run. Although 
both men had instantly followed with their utmost 
speed, the carriage quickly vanished from sight of 
the agonized father, leaving only a cloud of dust to 
mark its course. 

After our lame lad's gallant and successful effort 
to stop the runaways, Emily was first to reach the 
o 17 
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scene, where she found the young girl of the carriage 
bending over Billy's motionless form. She was say- 
ing to herself : " He is dead, and he died to save me. 
Oh, dear! What shall I do ? What shall I do ? " 

She paid no attention to Emily's coming, but only 
repeated her moan over and over, while the other, 
equally dazed, stared at her brother's white face, in the 
silence of a grief too great for expression. When the 
men arrived. Dr. Dean, snatching Ruth to his heart, 
uttered a fervent prayer of thankfulness. The coach- 
man, seeing that his young mistress was unharmed, 
naturally turned to his horses, and for a moment 
poor Billy lay unnoticed, save by Emily, who flung 
herself down beside him with passionate sobbings. 

Then Ruth, struggling from her father's arms, 
cried : " Look quick, papa, at this brave, splendid boy 
who stopped the horses, and don't let him die. He 
saved my life, and now you must save his." 

Attention being thus called to the lad. Dr. Dean 
bent over him with anxious solicitude, and quickly 
discovered that he still breathed. At the same time 
he gathered from the little girls an idea of the obliga- 
tion under which this boy had placed him. 

" But he seems to be lame," said the Doctor, with 
a puzzled expression ; " and if so, how could he stop 
a runaway team ? " 

" He is lame," replied Emily, " and has never 
walked without a crutch; but he didn't mind that 
one bit. He just ran so fast that I couldn't catch 
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him, and jumped at the horses' heads and held on 
until they stopped." 

" Yes, he did," corroborated Ruth, " and when they 
were trying to kill him, he looked back at me and 
smiled. I think he is the very nicest boy I ever 
knew, and just wish he was my brother." 

" I'm glad he isn't," quickly retorted Emily, " for 
then he wouldn't be mine." 

" It was one of the bravest acts in man or boy that 
I ever heard of," said Dr. Dean, his voice trembling 
with emotion, " and I pledge myself, with God's help, 
to so recompense him for this day's work, that he shall 
never have cause to regret what he has just done." 

All this time the Doctor had been making a rapid 
but careful examination of Billy's body in search of 
fractured bones, and had thus gained a fair insight 
into the lad's condition. Now, learning from Emily 
that Bonny Eagle was only a short distance from 
where they were, he caused the young hero to be 
gently lifted into the carriage, which he and the two 
little girls also entered, for conveyance to the Vance 
homestead. Their arrival at the farmhouse caused 
consternation among its inmates; but Dr. Dean's 
decisive words and air of authority quickly restored 
order, and he soon had his patient in bed, where the 
lad gradually struggled back to a consciousness of 
his surroundings. 

That evening the Doctor held a long consultation 
with Mrs. Vance, which he began by saying : — 
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"Madam, it is my firm conviction that, as a 
result of this day's splendid bravery, your son may 
be restored to a complete use of his limbs." 

" How can that be possible, sir, when he has been 
a cripple from earliest infancy?" 

" Simply as a result of treatment so heroic that no 
surgeon would dare prescribe it, and which would 
prove fatal in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred. 
Your son's spine was injured by the fall which you 
say he received while still a babe. By the lapse of 
years, that injury had attained such permanence of 
character, that any ordinary effort to overcome it 
would probably have resulted in fracture and death. 
And yet the desired condition was obtained to-day, 
when, seizing the bridle of that runaway horse, his 
spinal column was subjected to such a sudden and 
violent shock as restored it to the normal. Now a 
slight operation, together with a long period of rest 
and gradually increased exercise, will, under God's 
favor, enable your son to throw away his crutches 
forever. The brave fellow has this day placed me 
under an obligation that I can never repay in full, 
but I believe that I can render him a service that 
will partially cancel my indebtedness. I therefore 
seek your permission to take him with me to Phila- 
delphia, place him in a hospital that is under my 
supervision, and there use such skill as I may 
possess for his cure." 

" I fear that I cannot afford the expense," faltered 
Mrs. Vance. 
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" My dear madam ! " exclaimed the Doctor, " I am 
certain that the question of expense never entered 
your boy's head wheti he undertook to save my 
daughter's life. Can you then imagine that I would 
give it a thought in connection with restoring to him 
the use of his limbs? No, madam, there will be no 
expense, but only a debt of gratitude which I shall 
owe to you in case you see fit to grant my request." 

Of course there could be but one answer to so 
generous an offer, and the Doctor's proposition was 
gratefully accepted. When, on the following morning 
it was unfolded to Billy, the boy was at first bewil- 
dered by the prospect thus opened before him. Then 
he became filled with an eager impatience to set forth 
on the wonderful journey, and despite the great pain 
which he still endured would willingly have started 
at once. But his new-found friend explained that at 
least three days of absolute rest were necessary before 
he could be moved with safety. There were also 
preparations to be made that would fully occupy that 
length of time. 

So the high-strung and naturally active lad re- 
signed himself with what patience he could command 
to the stipulated period of confinement, while Dr. 
Dean, leaving Ruth to the joyous companionship of 
Emily, visited New York to arrange for the transfer 
of his young patient. 

Although the time of waiting" had seemed long in 
anticipation, there was so much to think of and to 
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plan for that it passed with amazing swiftness. First 
of all, was the thought that he was to be made well 
and strong like other boys. This, however, was too 
stupendous a fact to be realized or appreciated all at 
once. Besides, it was something of the future and 
overshadowed in importance by the journey that was 
to intervene before it could be accomplished; for, 
one hundred years ago, it was considered as great an 
undertaking to travel one hundred miles from home, 
as it now is to cross the Atlantic. But few lads of 
our hero's age travelled at all, and to him the world 
ten miles beyond Bonny Eagle was unknown save 
through books and the tales of Martin Quarterman. 

Then there were the playmates to whom he must 
bid good-bye ; for he was to be gone a whole year, 
and they would be almost grown up before he should 
see them again. These, oppressed by an unusual 
constraint and shyness, were admitted to his room one 
or two at a time, and, as they awkwardly tiptoed to 
his bedside, evidently regarded him as already far 
removed from their every-day life. They almost 
whispered in speaking to him, and were so painfully 
embarrassed in both speech and action that it was a 
relief to have them depart. 

It still remained to give instructions regarding pets 
and cherished properties that must be left behind, as 
well as to make a selection of what might be taken. 
Among the things that must accompany him, Billy 
named the secret treasures of Maintop, as well as his 
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ship, his books, and the signal flags. He also stipu- 
lated that Martin Quarterman should accompany him 
on his journey. Of course this request was granted, 
since nothing was now refused the young hero who 
was so soon to take his departure. 

While all these things were being arranged at 
Bonny Eagle, Dr. Dean had engaged in New York 
a second comfortable travelling-carriage, and on the 
evening of the third day this arrived at the Vance 
homestead. 

Early the next morning, the crippled lad, borne by 
two men, on an improvised canvas stretcher, was con- 
veyed to this carriage, where he was made comfort- 
able by many pillows. Then he bade farewell to 
Emily, who wept bitterly, to his stepmother, who 
told him that never until that moment had she 
known how truly she loved him, to such of his 
young companions as were gathered to witness his 
departure, to his home, and to his boyhood. 

That night was spent in Faunce's Tavern, then the 
most famous hostelry in New York City, and poor 
Billy did not get one wink of sleep, on account of the 
exciting novelty of his surroundings. So, on his ac- 
count, the travellers rested there all the following 
day, and our lad gazed for hours from the window of 
his room at the shipping which lined the city wharves 
or swung at anchor in the upper bay. 

When the journey was resumed, there came a treat 
that was still rarer. The carriages were embarked 
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on a slow-sailing ferry barge for conveyance across 
the bay, and up the Kill van Kull to Elizabethport 
in New Jersey. During the voyage, Billy actually 
passed within a biscuit toss of the splendid frigate 
Constitution, recently launched, and with all her 
glorious record of achievement yet to make. 

After taking the road again, two days and a half 
were required to reach Philadelphia, at that time the 
capital of the United States. Here our young travel- 
ler was found to be so exhausted by his journey that 
it was deemed best to take him at once to the hos- 
pital which was to be his home for many tedious 
months. 



CHAPTER IV 

AN UGLY DUCKLING AND TWO NAVAL SWANS 

The time passed by Billy Vance in that hospital 
was tedious enough to one of his temperament, but 
the weariness was not without compensations. At 
first, and after old Martin had returned to Bonny 
Eagle, the poor boy was very homesick and lonely, 
in spite of the daily visits and devoted kindness of 
Dr. Dean and Ruth. Then, when he was rested from 
his journey, came the dreaded operation which he bore 
without a murmur, though holding all the while the 
hand of brave little Ruth, whom he had begged to 
stand by him during the trying ordeal. After that 
came a long period of weakness, when he could not 
even sit up in bed, before his strength began to return. 

While he was convalescing, and beginning once 
more to take an interest in life, a great grief came to 
him in the loss of his dearest friend and constant visi- 
tor; for, in company with an aunt, Ruth sailed for 
Europe, where she was to be educated. When she 
visited him for the last time, Billy shyly slipped into 
her hand the half of a silver dollar bearing the date 
of 1793, which was the year of the first coinage of 
American money. 

26 
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With infinite patience he had cut this coin in two 
and bored a small hole in each half. On the one in- 
tended for Ruth he had scratched the letter " V." and 
on the other, which he proposed to retain, the letter 
"D." Now he begged Ruth to keep her bit of coin 
as faithfully as he should keep his until (D. V.) they 
should meet again, and this the girl promised to do. 
Then she impulsively bent over his bed, kissed him 
good-bye, and, running away with a crimsoned face, 
Billy saw her no more. 

After that, to beguile the long hours of his con- 
finement, the young would-be sailor devoted much 
time to nautical matters, stripping and re-rigging his 
ship, puzzling over his quadrant and the pages of his 
nautical almanac, revising his signal code, for which 
purpose Dr. Dean caused a little mast provided with 
halyards to be stepped beside his bed, and reading 
such scraps of sea-news as were printed in the 
scanty columns of the American Advertiser^ which, 
published in Philadelphia, was the first daily paper 
ever issued in the United States. 

Here the boy devoured with avidity every item 
concerning the naval war that his country was then 
waging with France on account of the unbearable 
depredations of French privateers on American com- 
merce, and gloried over every victory gained by 
United States vessels almost as though he had taken 
part in the engagements. He knew by heart every 
reported detail concerning the capture of the French 
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frigate L'Inmrgent by the United States frigate 
Constellationj as well as of the destruction of a 
score of French privateers by the American squad- 
ron cruising in West Indian waters; and, while 
his heart swelled with pride at each stirring tale 
of his countrymen's daring, it was also filled with 
an ever-increasing longing to share in their gallant 
deeds. 

One day, after he had been for several months in 
the hospital, and had gained such strength that he 
was permitted to sit in an easy chair placed close 
beside his bed, his attention was attracted by an 
unusual stir near the doorway. Glancing in that 
direction, his heart leaped within him, as did that of 
the '' Ugly Duckling " at first sight of a swan ; for, 
advancing directly toward him, he saw two young 
naval ofl&cers wearing the uniform of their rank. 

As these young men, filled with life and strength, 
bronzed from recent service beneath tropic skies, 
resolute in bearing, and wearing the air of command 
inseparable from those who exercise authority over 
their fellows, moved down the long ward, they cast 
pitying glances at the occupants of the little white 
beds on either side. 

Suddenly one of them exclaimed : " By Jove, 
Decatur ! Look over there. If that isn't the signal 
to prepare for action, then I'm a marine." 

"It certainly is," replied the other; "for, though I 
don't claim to be as well up in my code as you are, 
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that is a familiar signal to every man in the American 
navy. But who can have raised it? I didn't know 
that any of our chaps were drydocked here besides 
poor Elliot." 

" Nor I ; but let us find out." 

So the two handsome young fellows, in their fine 
uniforms, halted beside poor, white-faced Billy Vance 
and regarded him curiously. 

" A truly nautical display," remarked the younger, 
in a low tone, as he noted the full-rigged ship with 
her canvas hanging loosely in brails ready to sheet 
home. " A quadrant, too, as I'm a sinner, and a set 
of signal flags ; but I don't remember ever to have 
seen this young admiral before; do you, Andrew?" 

" No, I do not," replied the other. Then, turning 
to Billy, he asked courteously : " May I inquire who 
you are my lad, and if you belong to our service, as 
your surroundings would seem to indicate ? " 

"My name is Vance," answered the boy, trem- 
bling with delight at being noticed by these superior 
beings, " and I am not in the service, though I wish 
with all my heart that I was ; that is, if you mean 
the naval service of the United States." 

" Of course I do," laughed the officer, " since that 
is the service par excellence to all loyal Americans, 
and I applaud your desire to enter it. I may add 
that you seem in a fair way to accomplish your pur- 
pose, provided you are not disabled beyond hope of 
repair. Is this ship your handiwork ? " 



AN UGLY DUCKLING AND TWO NAVAL SWANS 29 

"No, sir. She was built by an old sailor named 
Quarterman. But — " 

"Not Martin Quarterman of the Bonhomme Rich- 
ard ? " queried the elder officer, eagerly. 

" Yes, indeed, and he lost a leg in her action with 
the Serapis.^^ 

"I know him well, bless his dear old figurehead. 
If he has taught you seamanship, you must be well 
instructed. But what were you going to say further 
about your ship ? " 

" Only that I have just stripped and re-rigged her, 
giving her a whole new set of topgallant sails and 
royals." 

" Why did you do that? " 

"Because the old ones were so narrow in the 
head, that I feared she might be taken for a French- 



man." 



"Good enough!" cried both officers, delightedly, 
while one of them added, " That's exactly what we 
did to the old ^Surgent^ when we changed her flags. 
U Insurgent^ I mean; possibly you may have heard 
of her." 

" I should say I had ! " cried Billy, " and if I had 
been aboard the Constellation in that fight, I think I 
would be proud enough to die right off." 

" Perhaps," rejoined the other, dryly, " though 
some persons don't feel that way. For my own part, 
I know that I was mightily proud to find myself 
alive, when it was all over." 
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"Why, sir! were you there?" asked Billy, in 
breathless eagerness. 

"I was." 

"Really! Then won't you please tell me your 
name ? " 

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Vance, for not having 
done so sooner. It is Sterrett." 

" Lieutenant Andrew Sterrett who. commanded the 
third division of guns on board the Constellation ? " 
asked Billy, quickly. 

" The very same, and your humble servant to com- 
mand," replied the ofl&cer, with a bow ; " but I must 
say that I am surprised at the accuracy of your 
information." 

" The whole account was in the paper, where I read 
it, and reread it, until I knew, or thought I did, just 
where every man stood. But," — here Billy blushed 
at his own audacity, — " this other gentleman; is he 
also an ofl&cer of the Constellation ? " 

"No," laughed Sterrett; "he hasn't that honor; 
but is compelled by hard luck to serve on board a 
little old packet of which even you have probably 
never heard mention. Permit me to introduce my 
friend. Lieutenant Stephen Decatur, of the frigate 
United States.^^ 

"Oh!" gasped Billy, "the frigate that sailed all 
around the Thetis and then went to the southward 
and captured a whole fleet of privateers. I guess I 
do know her. And I know of Mr. Decatur, too ; only 
T thought he was a midshipman." 
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"So he was until a week ago," replied Sterrett, 
" and to-day he is airing his lieutenant's uniform, for 
the first time." 

" And came to see me in it," murmured Billy, in 
an awed tone. " I think that was awfully good of 
him, and in you, too, Mr. Sterrett. I can't imagine, 
though, how you ever knew of me or found out where 
I was, unless," he added brightening, " Martin Quar- 
terman told you. Have you really seen him? " 

" Well, no. That is, not lately ; and, to tell the 
truth, Mr. Vance, our visit to the hospital this morn- 
ing was not made wholly on your account. The 
fact is, by some strange oversight, we had not been 
informed that you were here, and only came to in- 
quire after the health of a brother ofl&cer who was 
brought here to be cured of a stubborn wound, and 
who occupies a private room on this floor. As we 
could not be admitted to him at once, we were 
passing the time of waiting by walking through 
the ward, and had the good fortune to be attracted 
by your signal flags. Now that you are informed 
as to our personality, perhaps you won't mind 
telling us something about yourself, since I can 
assure you that our curiosity is aroused by your 
nautical environment and evident knowledge of 
naval affairs." 

Thus encouraged, Billy poured out his whole heart 
to these new-found friends. So that by the time Dr. 
Dean entered the ward to inform them that they 
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might now visit their wounded comrade, the oflficers 
had gained a fair idea of his circumstances, present 
condition, and ambitions. After they had bidden 
him good-bye, the elder of the two remarked to Dr. 
Dean : — 

"It seems to me, sir, that you have in that lad 
a most interesting and rather remarkable patient." 

"I am glad you think so," answered the Doctor, 
" for that is my own belief. I will now confess that 
I purposely caused you to be delayed that you might 
discover Billy Vance for yourselves, and form an 
unbiassed opinion concerning him. Since you have 
done so, I will further acknowledge a strong desire 
to get him into the navy, and beg your influence in 
his behalf." 

" But is he not a cripple ? " suggested Sterrett. 

" He was ; but thanks to his own splendid bravery, 
he is no longer one, and within two months' time he 
will be walking as well as you or I." 

"In that case," replied the lieutenant, "you may 
count on my hearty cooperation to get him into 
our service." 

"And mine," cried Decatur; "for I would ask 
no better shipmate than just such a fearless young 
chap as this lad seems to be. If he only had a knowl- 
edge of navigation including the use of instruments, 
it would help amazingly in securing an appoint- 
ment." 

"So it would," agreed Sterrett; "why can't we 
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get Elliot to teach him while they are both lying 
here in limbo?" 

" Good idea ! We'll ask him at once." 

"But don't say anything about the appointment 
until it is secured," continued the doctor; "for if 
the boy knew of our efforts to secure it, and it 
should fail to come after all, he would be terribly 
cut up." 

Agreeing to this, the two officers went in to see 
Elliot, whose interest in their new prot^g^ was so 
successfully aroused, that he readily consented to 
instruct the lad in the rudiments of navigation. 

Thus it happened that the very first walk with- 
out crutches ever undertaken by Billy Vance was 
into the room of the wounded officer who was to 
teach him how to use his beloved quadrant. In 
that stmnge schoolroom the boy was quickly initiated 
into the mysteries of logarithims, and proved himself 
so apt at mathematics that ere two months were 
ended he had made wonderful progi'ess in the art 
of seamanship. 

At the same time his physical strength was so 
rapidly restored that inside of the time limit set by 
Dr. Dean he was able to walk for hours in the 
hospital grounds without becoming unduly fatigued. 

While he thus gained mental and physical strength 
his instructor became daily weaker, until finally the 
lessons came to an end, and a few days later the 
name of Elliot was stricken from the register of 
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the United States Navy. He died as he had lived, 
bravely and cheerfully, at the same time comforted 
by the knowledge that he had helped give his coun- 
try a defender worthy to take the place he was 
about to vacate. 



CHAPTER V 

THE HAPPY RUSTLE OF A COMMISSION 

On the day after the funeral of his instructor, 
Billy was invited by Dr. Dean to take a stroll 
through the hospital grounds. As they walked, and 
talked of the lad's future, they approached a broad 
ditch filled with water over which there was at that 
point no means of passing. Here, dropping a pace 
behind his companion, the Doctor performed the 
extraordinary act of tossing his own hat into the air. 
A brisk breeze blowing at the time carried it across 
the ditch, and as it landed on the opposite side its 
owner uttered a comical exclamation of dismay. 
Within a minute Billy had cleared the ditch with 
a flying leap, picked up the hat, and, returning in 
the same manner, handed it to its owner, with a bow. 

" Well done I " cried the Doctor. " That perform- 
ance gives the proof for which I have been waiting 
of your complete recovery. My dear boy, I do con- 
gratulate you with all my heart upon having fully 
regained the use of your limbs. From this moment 
you need no longer remain an inmate of the hospital, 
and I desire that you pack all your belongings at 
once for removal to my house. I say ' at once,' be- 

35 
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cause I have invited some friends to dine with us 
to-night and help celebrate this happy event." 

The joy with which Billy hastened to obey this 
command was not unmingled with regrets at leaving 
the place in which he had suffered and gained so 
much. There he had not only recovered the use 
of his limbs, but he had learned the greatest of all 
lessons, — that of patience. During the year spent 
there he had passed from boyhood into young man- 
hood, acquired a knowledge of navigation, and gained 
a fair insight into surgery and the practice of medi- 
cine. He had also formed warm friendships that 
must now be broken up, and when a carriage finally 
arrived to convey him to the house of his benefactor, 
our usually merry lad was in a very thoughtful and 
sober frame of mind. 

At the doorway of the Dean house, which was a 
fine residence standing in its own grounds within 
a square of Independence Hall, the expected guest 
was meet by the Doctor himself, and immediately 
conducted to his room. As they entered it, the 
latter said : " I want you to grant me a favor, Wil- 
liam. You have so often expressed a wish to enter 
the naval service, that I have become anxious to see 
how you will look in uniform. So I have taken 
the liberty of procuring a midshipman's suit that was 
made for a young friend of mine who is about your 
size, and shall be gratified if you will try it on." 

" Of course I will, sir, if you desire me to," replied 
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Billy, whose eye had been caught as he entered the 
room by the uniform suit outspread upon his bed. 

" I do, and will await your appearance downstairs. 
Dawson here will not only help you to dress, but 
will show you where to find me." 

With this the Doctor retired, closing the door 
behind him, and leaving Billy alone with Dawson, 
whom he already knew, since the latter had been 
driver of the runaway team upon the occasion of the 
first meeting between the Vances and the Deans. 
Now Dawson not only warmly congratulated the lad 
upon his restoration to health, but highly compli- 
mented his appearance as he donned article after 
article of the brand-new midshipman's uniform. 

"I declare, sir," he said, as Billy finally buckled 
on a shiny belt from which depended a dirk. " It's 
my opinion that if you was in the service you 
wouldn't meet aboard any ship a finer-looking young 
gentleman than yourself." 

" I only wish I were in it," replied the lad, trying 
to ignore the flattery of this '^speech, but flushing 
with pleasure at it, nevertheless. " It's a lucky beg- 
gar that this suit was made for, and I'd give a pretty 
penny to stand in his shoes. Do you know who he 
is, Dawson ? " 

** Haven't an idea, sir;" lied the man, solemnly, 
winking to himself as he did so ; " but whoever he is, 
these clothes won't fit him any better than they do 
you, that's certain. Now, sir, if you are ready, let 
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US go down, for the Doctor is a gentleman as don't 
like to be kept waiting when his heart is set upon a 
thing, like it is on seeing you in uniform." 

" All right. Lead the way, and I'll follow ; for the 
sooner I get out of these togs, the better, seeing they 
aren't mine. I begin already to feel like the jackdaw 
in stolen plumage." 

As Dawson threw open the door of a large, brill- 
iantly lighted room and announced, in a loud voice, 
" Mr. William Vance," poor Billy stood for a moment 
confounded. To him the room seemed filled with 
naval officers in uniform, all of whom had risen and 
stood with eyes turned expectantly in his direction. 
His embarrassment was, however, almost instantly 
relieved by Dr. Dean, who stepped forward, took him 
by the arm, and faced the assembled company, saying : 

" Gentlemen, allow me to present to you one of my 
most valued friends and a brother officer in your glo- 
rious service, — Midshipman Vance, of the United 
States navy. As he has not heretofore been aware of 
the honor won by his own bravery, fortitude, and appli- 
cation, will you further allow me the great pleasure of 
reading to him the warrant that gives him a place in 
your ranks ? " 

Here the Doctor read, in clear tones, the formal 
paper by which William Nicholas Vance, a loyal citi- 
zen of the United States, was commissioned as mid- 
shipman in the naval service of his country. The 
commission was also accompanied by an order instruct- 
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ing the newly appointed midshipman to join the 
schooner of war Enterprise^ commanded by Lieuten- 
ant Andrew Sterrett, and attached to the squadron of 
observation then fitting out under Commodore Richard 
Dale for a cruise in the Mediterranean. The commis- 
sion was signed by John Adams, President of the 
United States, and by Benjamin Stoddert, first Secre- 
tary of the American Navy. 

When the reading of these papers was finished a 
hearty cheer broke from the assembled guests, to 
whom Dr. Dean had given an account of Billy's brave 
deed while he was still a cripple. Then they pressed 
forward to congratulate him and welcome him as a 
brother ofl&cer. The first to grasp his hand was the 
veteran Captain Dale ; then followed his friends Ste- 
phen Decatur and Andrew Sterrett, Lieutenants Stew- 
art, Somers, and Porter, and Midshipmen Joseph 
Bainbridge and James Biddle. 

In the mean time poor Billy, dazed, bewildered, and 
yet filled with an undreamed of happiness, knew not 
what to say or how to act until at length he found 
himself seated at a superbly appointed banquet table. 
Here he occupied a position at Dr. Dean's left hand, 
while Captain Dale sat at the host's right. 

Then the lad found an opportunity to ask his bene- 
factor, in a low tone, if the uniform he was wearing 
had really been intended for him. 

"Certainly it was," replied the Doctor, his face 
beaming with pleasure. " I had it made for you by 
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the best tailor in the city, and only hope that it is 
satisfactory." 

"How can I ever thank you, sir?" faltered the 
young midshipman, to whom his uniform was a more 
tangible evidence of his gratified ambition than even 
the commission that rustled in his breast pocket with 
each deep-drawn breath of happiness. 

"Don't try, my dear boy," answered the Doctor. 
" Only wear it out honorably in your country's service, 
and I shall be better pleased than with all the words 
of thankfulness you could frame in a lifetime." 

So the joyous banquet proceeded until the time for 
toasts and speechmaking arrived, when Captain Dale 
replied in suitable terms to the first toast of the even- 
ing, which was, of course, the President of the United 
States. The honor of answering for "Our Navy" 
was granted to the dashing Decatur, who, while eulo- 
gizing the brave sailors who had already inscribed their 
names on its roll of honor, declared that the ships of 
that day were filled with men quite as brave, fully as 
anxious to perform heroic deeds, and every bit as 
ready to give their lives to their country. 

As Billy Vance listened, flushed and trembling 
with excitement, to the speaker's glowing words, he 
knew that they had the ring of honest metal, and that 
the handsome young fellow who uttered them would 
ever be foremost in facing danger at duty's call. 
While our lad was thus thrilled by Decatur's elo- 
quence, he was almost equally attracted by Lieutenant 
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Richard Somers, who sat nearly opposite him, calm and 
self-contained, but with mobile features that seemed 
illumined by flashes of inward light, and Billy felt 
that he too would enroll his name among those of 
the country's heroes if ever a chance was given him. 

Finally came the toast, " Our guest and latest 
acquisition. He has bravely won his spurs. Long 
may he live to wear them in the nation's service " ; 
and almost before Billy realized that he was the 
person thus indicated, he found himself on his feet 
gazing blankly at the wildly cheering assemblage 
which he was expected to address. For five minutes 
he stood there, but what he said or whether he 
even opened his mouth he never knew. He was only 
conscious that at intervals there came bursts of 
laughter and cries of " Hear ! Hear I " while in after 
years he was treated by mischievous messmates to a 
dozen different versions of the great speech that he 
made on being introduced to the navy. With his 
first return of consciousness he found himself again 
safely seated, and joining with a hearty will in the 
applause that rewarded his maiden effort. 

Finally the notable dinner was ended, and its 
guests departed ; but before Lieutenant Sterrett left 
he gave our young midshipman his first order, which 
was to report on board the Enterprise in the morning. 
So the great day was merged into its morrow ; and 
as Billy Vance tumbled into bed, he felt that it had 
been the proudest and happiest of his whole life. 



CHAPTER VI 



"COMB ON BOABD, SIR 



» 



At breakfast the following morning, Billy learned 
from Dr. Dean how his appointment had been 
secured, of the letters written in his behalf by 
Sterrett and Decatur, both to Mrs. Vance to obtain 
her consent, and to the Secretary of the Navy urging 
his qualifications for the coveted position. "Aided 
by such influence," concluded the Doctor, " I was so 
certain of success that I took the liberty of ordering 
your uniforms even before the commission was 
received." 

"How good you have been to me I" cried Billy. 

"Nonsense. You will find that it is generally 
those deserving good things who get them. With 
the little I have been able to do for you our account 
is by no means evenly balanced, nor can it ever be. 
But we were talking of uniforms ; and I want to add 
that on board the Enterprise you will find a chest 
marked with your name, containing a sea-outfit suit- 
able to your position. In your new career I feel 
certain that you will perform like a brave and honest 
gentleman every ,duty that presents itself, always 
upholding your country's honor and your own in face 
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of the whole world. Now, loath as I am to part with 
one who has endeared himself to me until he seems 
like an own son, I must even hasten your departure, 
since the hour approaches in which you were ordered 
to report on board your ship. I will only add, there- 
fore, that in case you should make application for a 
month's leave of absence in which to visit your home, 
the request will doubtless be granted, as I understand 
the Mediterranean squadron is not to sail before 
spring." 

Shortly after this, having bade his benefactor a 
most affectionate farewell, Billy made his way to a 
point on the river front, at which he had been told a 
boat from the Enterprise would meet him. He had 
barely time to cast an admiring glance at the saucy 
topsail schooner lying in the stream and display- 
ing the stars and stripes from her main gaff, before 
a boat, manned by six stalwart blue-jackets, and com- 
manded by a young officer, in whom Billy was de- 
lighted to recognize Midshipman Biddle, dashed up 
to the landing-stage. 

" Hello, Vance ! " cried the young fellow. " Glad 
you are on hand and didn't keep us waiting, for it's 
beastly cold on the water this morning. So, tumble 
in and let's get aboard. Now, men, look sharp! 
Oars. Toss. Let fall. Give way altogether. Steady, 
steady. Have a care, number two. Remember that 
the eyes of your countrymen — No levity, number 
six. Douse that grin if you don't want your grog 
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stopped. Well, Vance, what do you think of the 
little hooker out there? Pretty tidy craft, eh? 
There isn't anything in her class can outfoot her, 
nor a ship of twice her size that can whip her. 
Enterprise is her name, and she's full of it. The 
men call her the 'Prize,' and she surely is one. 
Well, here we are. Way enough ! Toss. Stand by 
with your boathook, number one. Now then, Vance, 
follow me, please. Strict rule of the service, you 
know, for juniors to enter a boat first and leave it 
last. So, as I'm your senior, you'll have to follow 
in my wake. First time I was ever shipmate with a 
junior, and I've been in the service nearly a month, 
too. Makes me feel ancient, 'pon my word." 

The lively chap had rattled on in such a fashion, 
that Billy had not found an opportunity of asking 
any of the innumerable questions that he longed to 
have answered. So he had contented himself with 
a happy gazing at the beautiful craft before them. 
His heart swelled with pride as he noted her fine 
lines, lofty spars, accurately furled sails, and glisten- 
ing paint. She was to be his floating home, and he 
already regarded her as in a measure a personal 
possession. 

As he followed his senior up the side ladder, the 
marine on sentry duty at the gangway presented 
arms. Biddle returned the salute with an offhand 
carelessness indicating an easy familiarity with such 
formalities. To Billy Vance, however, the affair 
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was one of vast importance, seeing that this was the 
first official mark of respect accorded to his new 
position. So he saluted in turn with a stiff precision 
that caused broad grins to appear on several faces 
among the spectators. In another moment, Biddle 
was reporting to Lieutenant Porter, who was officer 
of the deck: " Come on board, sir, and have brought 
Mr. Vance, as ordered." 

" Very good, Mr. Biddle. You may hoist in your 
boat, as we shall shortly drop down the river. Mr. 
Vance, I am happy to welcome you on board the 
JEnterprise. You will find Captain Sterrett in his 
cabin, where you may report to him in person. 
Orderly, announce Mr. Vance to Captain Sterrett. 
Boatswain, pipe all hands to make sail." 

Thus dismissed by the busy lieutenant, Billy fol- 
lowed the orderly to the captain's cabin, noting, with 
delight, the snowy deck, the gleaming brass work, 
and the great guns under their snug-fitting tarpau- 
lins, as he went. At the same moment he was 
thrilled by the shrill call of the boatswain's whistle, 
which he now heard for the first time. 

The young commander of the schooner received 
him most kindly, though with a certain formality 
that had not been noticeable in their previous inter- 
course, and at once asked him if Dr. Dean had advised 
his making application for a month's leave. 

" Yes, sir, he did," replied Billy, who was not at all 
certain that he cared to relinquish the delights of his 
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new life just at present, even to visit his home. " But 
if I am needed here, I can stay as well as not." 

"We shall probably need you more after you 
become accustomed to your new duties, than we do 
now," laughed the other, "and, as you will quickly 
discover, a leave of absence is not to be had every 
month in the year. So I would advise you to take 
one while you can get it. Here is a blank form that 
you may fill out, for me to sign and forward to the 
Department. Now let us step on deck, for I hear 
them getting up anchor." 

On deck our young sailor was fascinated by the or- 
derly confusion of the busy scene. Forward the 
capstan was manned, and was steadily reeling in the 
cable to the shrill music of a fife. The great main- 
sail was already set, the foresail was rising swiftly 
and steadily, as a score of men walked away with its 
halyards. Topmen were aloft, loosing the sn'owy 
square sails, while in every direction officers were 
shouting orders, and men springing to obey them. 

" Anchor's apeak, sir." 

" Break it out and up with it. Forestay sail and 
jib. Starboard your helm. Hard a starboard. There 
she heels. Steady ; now we're off." 

Billy had hardly breathed with the excitement and 
joy of it all ; and it was not until he found himself 
below, in company with his friend Biddle, that it 
occurred to him to ask whither they were bound and 
how long the cruise was likely to last. 
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" About a week, I should say," laughed the other, 
"since we are only running down the river with sup- 
plies for the Philadelphia^ which awaits our coming 
somewhere inside the capes." 

" Oh ! " cried Billy, in a disappointed tone. " I was 
in hopes we were going to sea after some French 
frigate." 

" Were you ever on board a frigate ? " asked Biddle, 
with a grin. 

« No." 

" I thought not. After you have been, just tell me 
what show you think she would have in a fight with 
the good schooner JEnterpriseJ*^ 

"But," persisted Billy, "when we cruise to the 
Mediterranean we are going after Frenchmen, aren't 
we?" 

" I'm not quite sure, but I don't think so. In fact, 
I believe we are only going to take a squint at some 
of the black pirates of the North African coast." 

" African pirates ! " exclaimed Billy. " What have 
we to do with such chaps ? " 

. " Only to suggest that, as we are paying them a lot 
of money to let us alone, we want them to be a little 
more considerate of our feelings, and not destroy 
more than one in every two of our merchantmen." 

"Now I know you are quizzing," said the other, 
"for of course I know that this country wouldn't do 
such a shameful thing as to buy the good will of a lot 
of niggers." 
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" We are doing it, though." 

" I can't believe it." 

" Very well, then, FU have to lick you until you 
can," cried Biddle, springing to his feet and aiming a 
blow at his junior's head, which the latter cleverly 
dodged. 

Ere it could be repeated, and before Billy could 
deliver one in return, both lads were startled by a 
deep voice exclaiming : — 

" Young gentlemen, what is the meaning of this ? 
You are not fighting, I hope." 

"No, sir. That is, not yet," stammered Biddle, 
turning a flushed face toward Lieutenant Porter, 
who had just entered the room. 

" But you were going to ? " 

Both lads maintained a confused silence. 

" What caused you to so far forget yourself, Mr. 
Biddle ? " 

" He called me a liar, sir, and I thought the honor 
of the service — " 

" Can it be possible, Mr. Vance, that you are guilty 
of such an offence ? " 

" I did not mean to be, sir ; but when he asserted 
that a lot of African pirates were being paid by this 
country to let our ships alone, instead of getting the 
thrashing they deserved, I could not believe it." 

" It is true, nevertheless," rejoined the lieutenant, 
with a slight flush on his manly face, " and so I in- 
sist that you make instant apology to Mr. Biddle for 
doubting his word." 
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" Certainly, I will, sir, and I hope he will forgive 
me," cried Billy, at the same time holding out a 
friendly hand, which was warmly clasped by Bid die. 
"But," continued the young midshipman, "won't 
' you tell us, Mr. Porter, how such a shameful state of 
affairs happens to exist, and why we are paying trib- 
ute to a lot of black pirates ? " 

" We are paying tribute, as you call it, because 
until now our navy has been too weak, and too 
busy with more important affairs, to attend to those 
who demand it. You see the carrying trade of the 
Mediterranean is so valuable that all maritime na- 
tions, including our own, are competing for it. At 
the same time the southern or African coast of 
those waters is held by the Barbary States, includ- 
ing Morocco, Algiers, Tunis, and Tripoli. These 
are nothing more nor less than so many communities 
of pirates, legalized by, and tributary to, the Sultan 
of Turkey. 

"All those people are good sailors, have strongly 
fortified harbors, and fairly powerful fleets. For 
centuries they have been the terrors of the Medi- 
terranean, and the Barbary corsairs have at times 
ravaged the European coasts even to the British 
Isles, where they once sacked the Irish city of Balti- 
more. Each of the Christian nations has tried to 
buy from them immunity for its own vessels, and 
thus secure for itself the rich carrying trade of the 
pirate waters, by the payment of an annual tribute 
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to Bey, Dey, or Bashaw, and so we have been com- 
pelled to do the same thing. Thus the pirates find- 
ing the whole world cringing to them have naturally 
come to believe themselves the most powerful people 
of the earth, and act accordingly. So with each year 
they increase their exorbitant demands, and seek fresh 
excuses for breaking existing treaties. 

" Three yeara ago we sent to the Dey of Algiers a 
fine new frigate, that carried many valuable presents, 
including twenty-six barrels of dollars. Now each 
of the other Barbary States wants a frigate from us, 
and the Bashaw of Tripoli threatens war because 
we have just paid him but $50,000, while we gave 
the Bey of Tunis $40,000; and the Bashaw claims 
that, being twice as powerful as the Bey, he should 
receive twice as much money. At the same time 
our frigate G-eorge Washington^ sent under Captain 
Bainbridge with our annual tribute to Algiers, has 
been compelled to sail in the service of the Dey 
ever sinceJ. 

" The pirates imagine us to be so weak that they 
may rob us with impunity, and thus far they have 
certainly been allowed to do so. Now, however, 
if I am not very much mistaken, our opportunity 
has arrived for teaching them a lesson ; and I should 
not be surprised to see, within a few months, a squad- 
ron of American war-ships happily engaged in batter- 
ing down the palace walls of Bey, Dey, Bashaw, and 
Emperor. So, young gentlemen, if you can only 
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restrain your fighting ardor for a short time, it may 
be expended with much more credit to yourselves 
than in pummelling each other." 

Thus saying, Lieutenant Porter left the steerage, 
while the two midshipmen regarded each other with 
smiling faces. 

" Won't it be a lark I " exclaimed Biddle. 

"Won't it just I and won't we have to bear in 
mind that the eyes of our countrymen are — " 

" Oh, rats ! " cried the other. " Stow that rot, and 
undo your kit. I want to see if your outfit is any 
better than mine." 



CHAPTER VII 

LEAVE OF ABSENCE FOR ONE MONTH 

At the end of a week the Unterprise again lay at 
anchor in the Delaware off the city front ; and, dur- 
ing the short cruise just ended, Billy Vance had 
gained such a store of experience that all his pre- 
vious knowledge of nautical affairs seemed insignifi- 
cant when compared with it. He had even been on 
board the fine frigate, Philadelphia^ and dined with 
the jovial " reefers " of its steerage mess, which, to 
his surprise, he had discovered to be a repository of 
all knowledge, past, present, and future. He had 
listened with wondering amazement to the discussion 
and prompt solution of the most intricate political 
and diplomatic questions of the day, had heard the 
construction, rig, and equipment of nearly every 
ship in the navy severely Criticised, and had been 
grieved to learn that not a man in the service above 
the grade of midshipman was competent to fill the 
position in which he was placed. The greatest sur- 
prise of the entire evening, however, had been to dis- 
cover that his own messmate of the Enterprise^ 
Midshipman Biddle, was even better posted on all 
such questions than the entire steerage mess of the 
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Philadelphia ; and, not only laid down the law, with 
emphasis on every point, but could out-talk all the 
others and silence them in argument. 

After the dinner was over and the two young 
" Prizes " returned to their own ship in the dinghy, 
pulled by a single sailor, Billy ventured to ask his 
companion how he had managed to accumulate such 
a vast store of information. 

" All the result of experience, my boy," answered 
the other, complacently. " There's no school like it. 
But didn't I do well with your great speech of the 
other night ? Rather pleased those chaps, don't you 
think ? " 

" My speech ! " gasped Billy ; " was it supposed to 
be my speech you were getting off when the fellows 
at your end of the table roared so ? " 

" Of course ; whose did you think it was ? " 

"I thought you were imitating the clown in a 



circus." 



"It was something after the same style, that's a 
fact." 

" You villain ! I've a mind to thrash you for that." 

" Oh, no, you won't. In the first place, you can't, 
and in the second, if you should lift a hand against 
your superior ofiBcer, meaning me, I could have you 
courtmartialled, and probably hanged. So you see, 
it wouldn't be wise even to try it on." 

"Oh, you be hanged yourself," laughed Billy. 
"But really you'd better let my great speech, as 
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you call it, alone for the future if you don't want to 
get into trouble." 

"All right," agreed the other. "I will till the 
next time. Look out. Here we are home again 
from a foreign ship, as the hymn says." 

On the whole, Billy had so thoroughly enjoyed 
his first cruise, that he was not especially overjoyed 
to find an official document granting his application 
for a month's leave awaiting his arrival. 

Noting his long face as he read it, Biddle kindly 
offered to take the leave in his place, including the 
visit to Bonny Eagle and the eating of its fatted 
calf, whereupon Billy shied a treatise on navigation 
at his brother officer's head, and began making 
preparations for the homeward journey. 

It would be very pleasant, after all, to see the dear 
ones at Bonny Eagle once more, and to show off his 
uniform to them, to say nothing of his newly ac- 
quired strength. Wouldn't Martin be proud, and 
Emily, dear little Emily, how she would rejoice! 
Yes, of course he was glad to go. Besides, since 
it was winter and the roads were almost impas- 
sable, the trip as far as New York was to be made 
by sailing-packet. That meant another voyage, 
during which much further nautical experience 
might be gained; while the Enterprise might not 
even lift anchor again before his return. 

So on the following morning he was set ashore, 
saw his chest safely on board the packet sloop Polly^ 
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on which he was to sail at sharp noon, and went to 
bid farewell to his kind friend Dr. Dean. He found 
the latter in a very anxious frame of mind on ac- 
count of the non-receipt of any news from Ruth, 
who had now been gone nearly five months. 
Several mail packets had arrived from across the 
Atlantic during that time, but none of them had 
brought word from her nor even any report of the 
vessel on which she had sailed. 

"I can't understand it," fretted the Doctor, as 
he nervously paced the floor of his private oflBce. 
"They started at a good season of the year. No 
severe gales were reported during the time their 
passage should have occupied, their ship was one of 
the stanchest, the war with France is to all intents 
and purposes ended, and so I cannot in any way 
account for the miscarriage of the letters that I am 
certain must have been written." 

"It is sure to come out all right, sir," ventured 
Billy, not knowing what else to say. " At any rate, 
I will make it my first business to hunt the dear 
girl up and see that she does not come to harm, just 
as soon as I reach the other side." 

"If I have not heard from her long before that 
time, I fear I shall be dead of anxiety," replied the 
Doctor, with a faint smile, and to this Billy knew not 
what to answer by way of consolation. Thus it was 
a relief to find his hour for sailing so nearly arrived 
that he must hasten away. 
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There were at that time a number of sailing- 
packets, mostly small sloops or schooners, plying 
between Philadelphia and New York, and it was on 
a blufif-bowed, stoutly built vessel of the former rig 
that our young midshipman's passage had been en- 
gaged. Being a sociable chap, he was somewhat 
disappointed to find himself the only passenger on 
board the Polly^ though that was not surprising, con- 
sidering the inclemency of the season and the ti- 
midity of the average traveller of those days. 

Nor was Billy particularly pleased to learn that 
the sloop was to be in charge of her mate, the cap- 
tain having been laid off for this trip by an accident, 
and a green hand having been shipped at the last 
moment to make up the full complement of the 
crew. This consisted of two white men, and a negro 
cook who rejoiced in the name of Adolphus Cicero 
Ham, but answered to the hail of "Dolphus." 

As the clumsy sloop dropped slowly down past the 
Unterprise^ Billy's heart was warmed by a sight of 
his friend Biddle waving him a farewell. 

" Good-bye, old man. Give my love to the folks 
at home," shouted the latter. " I'm booked to repeat 
your great speech at a dinner to-morrow. Wish you 
could be there." 

"Good-bye. Don't you dare do it, or you'll be 
sorry next time we meet." 

"I'll risk it," laughed the other. "My compli- 
ments to the fatted calf, and — " Here the voice 
was lost in the widening distance. 
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The Polly made a slow run down the river and 
was two days in reaching the capes. During this 
time the weather was mild and hazy, with winds 
light and baffling from the southward. As they 
finally rounded Cape May and stood out to sea, night 
was falling. There was an uncanny moaning in the 
air, and the weather looked so threatening even to 
Billy's inexperienced eyes that he ventured to ask 
the master if he didn't think it would be wiser to run 
back and lie under shelter of the land until morning. 

At this the man, who was of surly disposition, 
laughed coarsely and declared that he was well able 
to sail the sloop without advice from any one, much 
less a mere passenger. Thus snubbed, Billy went 
below, where he found Dolphus preparing supper. 

"Looks like it gwine be a dirty night, Marse 
Vance," was the cook's greeting. 

"That's what I just said to the captain, but he 
seems to think not." 

"Laws, Marse Vance. You done ruin us shuah, 
for dat man jes' go by contraries. Ef you'd a said, 
' Fine night, sah, an we'm boun' ter make er quick run 
up de coas',' he'd anchored onder de cape quicker'n 
wink, jes' to show how he knowed better'n you. Now 
he'll Stan' out ter sea an' carry on long's he's got er 
patch of canvas lef '. Yes, suh, I'se feared we'se in 
fer serious times. So I ervise you ter eat er big 
suppah, sence dar's no saying when you git anudder." 

Profiting by this advice, Billy ate a hearty supper 
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and then returned to the deck. Short as had been 
his absence from it, a decided change in the weather 
had taken place during the interval. The night was 
intensely dark, the air held a bitter chill, and angry 
gusts of wind from off shore were sweeping across the 
black waters. As no one spoke to him, and he was 
evidently not wanted on deck, our lad speedily sought 
the cabin's warmth and soon afterwards turned in. 

A few hours later he was rudely awakened from a 
sound sleep, by being flung from his bunk to the 
floor. As he gained his senses, it seemed to him that 
the sloop must be on her beam ends, so sharp was the 
inclination at which she was heeled, and filled with 
apprehension he hastily gained the deck. Here he 
found the little packet struggling with a gale, that to 
his inexperience seemed to blow with the force of a 
hurricane. Only the peak of her mainsail was show- 
ing, and the white men of her crew were forward, 
striving to get in the jib, while Dolphus steadied the 
wheel. Not a light was visible from any part of the 
laboring vessel, and only the foaming crests of sav- 
agely breaking seas relieved the absolute blackness 
of the night. 

Suddenly there came a terrible cry from forward. 
A huge shape reared itself out of the gloom and 
seemed to leap straight at the trembling sloop. Then 
came a crash followed by an awful grinding. The 
sloop heeled over untilit seemed as though she must 
be forced under, and then righted, while the ship that 
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had torn away her bowsprit, at the same time snap- 
ping her mast short off close to the deck, swept by 
and was swallowed by the night. 

Billy/had been flung to the deck by the first shock 
of collision, nearly drowned by the inrush of water 
that followed, and was only saved from being swept 
overboard by instinctively clutching at a rope that 
came in his way. 

After the first great danger was past, he shouted 
for Dolphus, and the sound of the honest fellow's 
voice in reply was like a ray of sunlight piercing 
the gloom of a dungeon. Then he made his way 
cautiously forward, where he was confronted by a 
bewildering maze of wreckage. Here he also shouted 
again and again, but could win no answer. Nor 
could he discover a sign of human presence, and 
was finally forced to the melancholy conclusion that 
he and the negro were sole survivors of the disaster 
that had so swiftly overtaken their vessel. 



CHAPTER VIII 

STORM, WRECK, AND DISASTER 

The slow dragging hours of that night seemed 
an eternity to the helpless occupants of the wreck, 
and never was daylight more ardently longed for. 
Wallowing helplessly in the trough of the sea, the 
sloop rolled so frightfully that it was well-nigh im- 
possible to retain a position on her deck. Every 
now and then a great wave would break completely 
over her, while the wreckage that had gone by the 
board, but was still held by a tangle of rigging, 
thumped the sides of the laboring vessel until it 
seemed that they must surely be crushed in. 

When the first gray of dawn began to reveal dim 
outlines of crested billows and tossing wreckage, 
the two survivors were so numbed by cold and wet 
as to be almost incapable of motion, and it was only 
by a violent effort that Billy Vance threw off the 
stupor into which he had fallen. 

"Come, Dolphus," he cried, "daylight is here at 
last, and whatever we are going to do to save our- 
selves must be done quickly." 

With this he crawled to his companion's side and 
began shaking him. The exercise was so good for 
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both of them that, within a few minutes, they had 
gained their feet and were taking in the melancholy 
details of their position. The gale not only showed 
no signs of abating, but seemed to be gaining in 
strength with each minute, while the air was filled 
with flying spray that struck their faces with sting- 
ing force. But worst of all was, the wreckage still 
held alongside and battered their vessel with cruel 
blows. 

"We must clear that away first thing," shouted 
Billy. " Come on, for there isn't a moment to lose." 

So the lad, with his midshipman's dirk, which he 
then used for the first time, and Dolphus, with the 
sheath-knife worn by every sailor, began to hack 
furiously at the tangle of rigging. After a half- 
hour of this work they had the satisfaction of sev- 
ering the last connecting stay between the floating 
spars and the sloop. As the former still refused to 
part company with the vessel, Billy crept cautiously 
aft and put the wheel hard over. Then the sloop's 
head slowly payed off until she was dead before the 
wind, and began to forge heavily ahead, leaving 
behind one of the enemies that had threatened her 
existence. But there was another that they could 
not leave, and which, fight as they might, would 
surely claim the doomed packet in the end. This 
was water, and it was discovered by Dolphus when 
he went below in search of something to eat as well 
as with a faint hope of being able to make a pot of 
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coffee. Quickly reappearing on deck, his face ashen 
with fear, he cried : — 

''We'se a sinkin', Marse Vance! We'se sinkin' 
shuah, fo' de water's already ober de cabin flo\" 

" Very well," replied Billy, calmly ; " go to work 
and pump it out." 

"Pump, Marse Vance! You expec' pumpin' do 
any good ? " 

" Certainly I do, and you want to jump at it in a 
hurry. When you are exhausted, I will take your 
place." 

So the terrible, heart-breaking labor of pumping 
was begun, and from that moment it was continued 
with but short intervals for two days and nights, 
during which time the gale continued to rage with 
unabated fury, ever sweeping their poor little craft 
farther and farther out into the broad Atlantic. 

During this unequal struggle for existence, they 
had little to eat, and less to drink, since a quantity of 
salt water had found its way into the scuttle butt, 
rendering its contents nearly unfit for use. They 
managed to keep their vessel before the wind, and 
also to prevent the water in the hold from gaining : 
but they could not reduce it by a single inch. Al- 
though with every moment of daylight they strained 
their eyes toward the horizon, no glimpse of a sail 
rewarded their longing gaze. In all their distress 
their sole comfort was that they had been driven 
across the Gulf Stream and no longer suffered from 
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the cold that had numbed them during the first awful 
night. 

But even warmth could not restore their wasting 
strength, nor compensate for the exhaustion of their 
ceaseless labor, and at length they could endure no 
more. The negro was the first to give out : and, in 
the early evening of the second day he flung himself 
to the deck, declaring that he would rather die at 
once than pump another stroke. So Billy took his 
place and worked for an hour longer, though his 
whole body was racked with sharp pains, his legs 
almost refused to support him, his arms had lost all 
sense of feeling and his eyes were so heavy with 
sleep that he could not keep them open. 

At length he, too, gave out. His nerveless grasp 
slipped from the pump brake, he staggered blindly, 
fell to the deck, and was instantly fast asleep. About 
this same time the gale showed signs of abating, the 
wind began to subside, and the sea to go down, until 
the water-logged packet finally ceased to make for- 
ward progress, and was only swung from one long 
swell to another as though rocked in a gigantic cradle. 
But ever as she rose and fell with the movement of 
the sea, the water within her crept higher and higher, 
lapping to and fro with gurgles of delight at finding 
its prey at length so surely within its power. 

So the two helpless ones slept on through the night 
until the sun rose again and found them still sleeping. 
By this time the creeping waters had so nearly gained 
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the deck that the packet looked like a raft barely 
showing above the surface, and had evidently but a 
few minutes more to float. 

All at once a strange thing happened. Billy Vance 
was dreaming of the jovial steerage of the Philadelphia 
and hearing once more the rollicking songs in which 
he had so recently joined ; when, clear and distinct 
above all the tumult, came the voice of Ruth Dean, 
imploring him to save her. In an instant the lad was 
awake and gazing wildly about him. Ruth's voice 
still rang in his ears, and her cry for help seemed to 
echo in the morning air. It was all so real that he 
fully expected to see the dear girl close at hand and 
was bewildered at her non-appearance. What he did 
see was a swarm of rats racing back and forth across 
the deck, as though seeking to escape some imminent 
danger. Even as he looked, several of the creatures 
ran over his prostrate body, and to avoid them he 
scrambled to his feet. 

As Billy did this, a shout from behind caused him 
to spin around as though he had been shot. For a 
moment he stared speechless with amazement at the 
most beautiful brig he had ever seen. She was less 
than a pistol shot away, and slipping easily along 
under a press of canvas. Her deck was crowded with 
men, all gazing toward the wreck, and by her row of 
ports he knew her to be intended for the trade of 
fighting. A great hope surged within our lad's breast. 
She might be an American man-of-war ; and he began 
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to shout incoherently. That is, he thought he shouted ; 
while from his parched throat came only a husky 
murmur. But the brig's people had seen him, and 
were coming to his rescue, as was shown by the 
graceful craft luflSng sharply into the wind, throwing 
her sails aback, and lying to, while one of her quarter 
boats was lowered with the evident intention of pull- 
ing to the wreck. 

In the mean time, Dolphus, also roused from his 
sleep of exhaustion, now stood by Billy's side, 
uttering uncouth expressions of thankfulness. All 
at once he grasped his companion's arm, exclaim- 
ing:— 

" Come quick, Marse Vance. We gotter swim fer 
it. Dis yer ship sinkin' onder our feet. See dem 
ratses ? Dey knows. An' I feelin' her tremble like 
she scairt. Hit a shuah sign dat less'n one minute 
shtf be gone. So we gotter jump an' swim, or else be 
sucked under. Come on." 

With this the negro leaped from the rail and struck 
out toward the brig, while Billy, with a look of de- 
spair on his face, stood where he had been left. 

Glancing back, Dolphus saw him thus and again 
shouted for him to come on. 

" I can't swim," cried the lad. 

As the negro comprehended these significant words, 
he whirled about, regained the doomed sloop with a 
couple of powerful strokes, and said quietly : — 

" Den yo' mus slip inter de water, put yo' ban's on 
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my shoulders, an' trus' de good Lawd to gib' me 
strength fer bofe. Quick, boy, or yo' is los' ! " 

Thus adjured, Billy no longer hesitated, but 
dropped over the side, and in another moment the 
negro was making desperate efforts to carry them 
both to a place of safety. Ere he had taken a dozen 
strokes there came a loud cry from the brig. Then 
Billy found himself beneath the water, and being 
dragged down as though by the clutch of unseen 
fingers. Finally, when his brain seemed about to 
burst, they relaxed their hold and he began to rise. 

Dolphus having first torn loose from the pull of 
the sinking sloop, was waiting for him, and seized his 
collar the moment he appeared. Directly afterwards 
the brig's boat reached them, and five minutes later 
both the rescued men stood in safety on board the 
French privateer VAgile^ homeward bound from 
Guadeloupe. 

This brig had destroyed an immense amount of 
American and British shipping in the West Indies 
before being in turn captured by the American 
schooner of war Unterprise^ and sent into St. Kitt's, 
where she was sold. Having been purchased in 
French interests, she was again fitted out as a priva- 
teer and sent home to cruise against British com- 
merce in the Mediterranean. It was while thus 
homeward bound, carrying a number of passengers, 
among which were women, children, and several 
invalided oflScers, that she fell in with the sinking 
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packet, which, but for her opportune arrival, would 
have carried our hero to the bottom of the sea. 

No sooner did Billy set foot on VAgile^s deck, 
than he was surrounded by a clamorous group, all 
asking questions, not one word of which could he 
understand. Finally, one of the invalided oflScers, 
a French general, who could speak a little English, 
addressed him in that language, and asked for an 
account of himself. 

"I am an officer in the United States navy, at- 
tached to the schooner of war EnterpruBy^ began 
Billy ; but at this point he was interrupted by a 
series of most violent demonstrations on the part of 
the brig's captain, who danced around him in an 
ecstasy of rage, shaking a fist in his face, applying to 
him the most abusive epithets, and declaring that 
he should be hanged on the spot. 

As the captain gave orders to have this threat 
immediately put into execution, poor Billy was 
seized, bound, and dragged forward to where a whip 
having a noose in one end was being rove to a yard- 
arm. Then for the first time a knowledge of the 
fate intended for him flashed into the lad's mind. 



CHAPTER IX 

BILLY JOINS A PRIVATEER 

It is almost incredible that any man could consign 
to so cruel a fate a fellow-being who had never harmed 
him and whom he had just rescued from a certain 
death; but the captain of the privateer V Agile was 
fully capable of just such an act. In his trade of 
legalized piracy he had become accustomed to gratify 
every passion, to place a slight value on human life, 
and to commit murder with impunity. Having been 
severely wounded in his fight with the Enterprise when 
that schooner captured his vessel and broke up his suc- 
cessful career of robbery, he entertained feelings of 
the utmost bitterness toward all Americans, while the 
mere mention of the word " Enterprise " was sufficient 
to throw him into a frenzy of rage. As his wound 
had been in the head, it is probable that his brain was 
affected, so that he was not now wholly responsible 
for his actions. He was, however, still in command 
of his ship, where his word was law ; and, when, in 
a fury at discovering a self-avowed officer of the hated 
American schooner within his power, he ordered him 
to be hanged, no one of his crew thought of disputing 
him or failing to obey his behest. 

68 
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There was one man aboard VAgile^ however, who 
did not recognize French authority, and who, as he 
beheld the treatment accorded to his helpless com- 
rade, was filled with as fierce a rage as was the captain 
himself. Weak with exhaustion as Dolphus had been 
but a moment before, he sprang forward with all the 
strength of a wounded tiger, at sight of a noose placed 
about Billy Vance's neck. The two men holding the 
prisoner were felled to the deck by single blows from 
the negro's powerful fist, while the others surrounding 
him were scattered like chafiE. The noose was flung 
off, the lad's bonds were severed, and then with bran- 
dished knife the intrepid black faced the whole ship's 
company, daring them to come within his reach. 

With the first surprise of his onset the French 
sailors had fallen back, leaving a clear space of deck 
about the two Americans. Now no one seemed in- 
clined to venture within its limits, but there was a 
rush for muskets, the first of which was levelled by 
the half-crazed captain. Ere he could fire, it was 
dashed aside by the brave old French general, who, 
calling upon his fellow-officers for support, placed them 
in front of the Americans and began to denounce the 
action of the brig's captain with a bitter fluency. 

Although Billy could not understand what was 
said, he realized by the downcast looks of the crew, 
and the furtive glances cast right and left by the 
captain ^as though in search of some escape from 
the general's scathing words, that an intervention 
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was being made in his behalf. Finally the captain 
uttered a few disjointed sentences, threw down the 
musket, which he had retained until that moment, 
walked sullenly aft, and disappeared within his own 
cabin. 

Upon this the general turned with a polite bow to 
the young American, and said : " Monsieur, you will 
not hang, but will be treat as one prisoner of war. 
So you will be what you call * lockup,' but have no 
fear, for soon I will come to you. If you will inform 
your man, so that he make not the demonstration, I 
shall be happy." 

Comprehending that he was, for the present at least, 
saved from the fate that had so recently threatened, 
Billy passed the word to Dolphus that all was well, 
gave the brave fellow's hand a grateful squeeze, and 
consented to be led below. At the same time the 
black, followed by glances of mingled hatred and fear, 
made his way unmolested to the brig's galley, where 
he found several persons of his own color. 

As a prisoner of war, our young midshipman was 
thrown into the one vacant space provided with a 
door that could be locked, in all that crowded ship. 
It was the paint room, and when closed was unpro- 
vided with any aperture for light or ventilation save 
a narrow grating above the door. The place swarmed 
with rats and roaches, was absolutely dark, and was 
so stifling with the odors of paints, varnishes, and oils, 
that our poor lad began to think he had twice es- 
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caped death that morning only to meet it here in a 
third form more dreadful than either of the others. 
He had begged for water from the sailors who brought 
him to that awful place; but they either failed to 
understand him or were indifferent to his distress, and 
so left him without satisfying his needs. 

After their retreating footsteps had died away, 
Billy stood for awhile pressed as close to the door as 
possible, listening for the promised coming of the 
brave old man who had already stood between him 
and death. For what seemed hours of suffering he 
waited ; then in a fury of despair, and believing him- 
self deserted of all men, he began to dash against the 
door, hoping thus to break it down, and careless of 
the bruises he was inflicting upon his own body. 
But he could make no impression on its stout plank- 
ing, and at Kngth sank to the floor exhausted by his 
efforts. Here, however, the air was so foul that he 
quickly regained his feet and, groping in the dark- 
ness, found a keg on which to stand, with his 
head lifted to a level of the narrow aperture above 
the door. At this point the air was at least breath- 
able, and here he could watch for the first gleam of 
. light that should herald an approaching visitor. 

Finally it came, and the poor lad was thrilled with 
joy at sight of its flickering rays. Voices and foot- 
steps followed; then his prison door was unlocked 
and thrown open. The visitor was, as he had hoped, 
his friend, the general, bearing a lantern, and ac- 
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companied by a black boy, who brought a jug of 
water and a loaf of bread. 

With a choking expression of thankfulness Billy 
fell ravenously upon these things, first drinking and 
then eating. The black boy having been dismissed, 
the general now watched the famished lad in pitying 
silence. When after awhile the latter attempted to 
thank the old man for his great kindness, the French- 
man quickly checked him, saying : — 

" What I do is nothing. Twice have I been pris- 
oner of war to the Enterprise, One time even I 
was held to hang if my countrymen should hang the 
Americans in Basse Terre ; but always I was treated 
like a gentleman ; for the Americans, therefore, while 
I have little of love, I have much of gratitude, and 
now I repay a little the kindness shown to me." 

"Have you, then, met Shaw, Sterrett, Decatur, and 
Porter ? " inquired Bill}', eagerly. 

" Certainly, I knew well all those men. They are 
mes amis — what you call my friends." 

" And mine I " cried Billy. 

"Then have we also^the friendship," rejoined the 
general, with a courtly bow, " and for you I will do 
what I can." 

"Can't you take me out of this dreadful place, 
sir, and let me go on deck ? It seems as though I 
should die down here." 

" But it is more safe," replied the other. " If you 
now go on deck, the captain will kill you, for in the 
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day he is as the Dev. In the night he remains in 
his bed and drinks cognac. Then may you go on 
the deck, and he will not know. But I will make 
open this door, and the flambeau I will leave here so 
you may have breath and also see the rat. Now, au 
revoir^ for I must go. In the night will I come 
again." 

With this arrangement Billy was forced to be con- 
tent, and by it his condition was decidedly bettered. 
In spite of his unpleasant surroundings he managed 
to pass the greater part of the day in sleep, and at 
midnight his kind friend again appeared with a fur- 
ther supply of food. After he had eaten this the lad 
was cautiously led on deck for an hour or two of 
fresh air. 

Never had this most common of all earthly bless- 
ings seemed so grateful to him than after his long 
confinement in that unventilated hold, and never had 
he seen a night so glorious. The stars shone with 
unusual brilliancy as though burnished by the recent 
storm and newly reset in the arching vault of the 
heavens. The sea was rippled by a fresh breeze 
before which the brig was slipping pleasantly along 
under all plain sail. A snow-crested wave curled 
away from either bow, and a broad path of phospho- 
rescence glistened in her eddying wake. Save for 
the sibilant murmur of parted waters and the hum- 
ming of the night winds through the web of taut rig- 
ging, the brig moved in stately silence, and her deck 
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was deserted except by a motionless form at the 
wheel, a few sleepers stretched under the weather 
bulwark, and the slow-pacing figure of a watch on the 
forecastle. 

Fearful of attracting attention if he should remain 
in company with the prisoner, the general, having 
first gained a promise from Billy to regain his place 
of confinement before daylight, bade him good night 
and retired to the cabin. 

After thi8,for8everal days and nights the programme 
of the first twenty-four hours was repeated almost 
without variation. The half-crazed captain of the 
brig, who drank himself into insensibility with each 
night only to become a terror to every soul on board 
with the advent of day, ignored the prisoner's existr 
ence as completely as though he had forgotten him. 
The example thus set was followed by the entire 
ship's company, except that the general paid the lad 
an occasional brief visit whenever he could do so un- 
detected, the black boy carried him food and water 
whenever he happened to remember this duty, and 
once Billy succeeded in holding a short interview 
with Dolphus in the galley, where the latter was kept 
constantly at work under guards. As neither of the 
prisoners had been able to discover whither they were 
being taken, or what fate was in store for them, they 
could not plan any future action ; but each promised 
to stand by the other in any emergency and to make 
an attempt to escape at the first opportunity. 



BILLY JOINS A PRIVATEER 76 

One morning the captain of V Agile failed to appear 
on deck at his usual hour, and as no one dared dis- 
turb him save in a pressing emergency, the daily 
routine of the brig was allowed to proceed without 
him. At length as the hour of noon approached, the 
first officer ventured to ^dsit his superior's room with 
the information that it was time to take an observa- 
tion. Receiving no answer to his repeated knocks, 
this man finally called assistance and forced the door. 
The captain lay in his bunk apparently asleep ; but 
the confined air of the room was filled with the fumes 
of brandy that had at last accomplished its fatal work. 
The wretched man had passed from a drunkard's 
sleep to a drunkard's death, alone and unmourned. 

Sailors are naturally averse to having a corpse 
remain on shipboard longer than is necessary. So, 
in the present case it was no sooner certain that the 
captain was not only dead, but had been so for hours, 
than preparations were made to bury him. Thus, 
within an hour after the body was discovered, it 
was committed to the sea, and the command of the 
brig devolved upon him who had served as her first 
lieutenant. 

Now it happened that this man had been selected 
for his fighting qualities rather than his seamanship ; 
and, while he was a good sailor, he had no knowl- 
edge of navigation, other than by dead reckoning. 
Although this method is crude and liable to inaccu- 
racies, it might have served to carry the brig into the 
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Mediterranean, had this been all that was wanted; 
but it was not. Owing to the large number of pas- 
sengers on board, the supply of water was running 
low, and could not possibly be made to last until the 
end of the voyage. Therefore it had been decided 
that V Agile should touch at the Azores to refill her 
barrels ; but how to find so small a spot on the broad 
Atlantic was entirely beyond the new commander's 
knowledge. In this dilemma he turned to the chief 
among his passengers for advice; and the moment 
the general comprehended the situation he replied : — 
" Your prisoner, the young American oflBcer. 
Doubtless he is a navigator. Will you that I shall 
ask him ? " 



CHAPTER X 

BECOMES CHIEF NAVIGATOB OF THE BRIG 

The proposition made by the general was so amaz- 
ing that for a moment Lieutenant Vigo could hardly 
believe he had heard aright. Not having seen the 
prisoner since his first appearance on board, he only 
remembered him as a mere boy, to whom he should 
never think of intrusting a matter of navigation. 
Then, too, the lad was an enemy, and as such must 
always be regarded with suspicion. Certainly he 
would prefer to navigate the brig by dead reckoning, 
and trust to luck, than to take the risk suggested. 

But the general thought differently. He was 
already suffering inconvenience from a short allow- 
ance of fresh water, and was not willing to relinquish 
any chance, however slight, of refilling at the 
Azores. So, partly by persuasion, and partly by 
threats, he finally so far overcame the lieutenant's 
opposition to his plan, that the latter consented to 
visit the prisoner and question him. 

Thus it happened that while Billy Vance, with no 
knowledge of the important incident of that morning, 
was sitting in the darkness, to which he had now 
become accustomed, engaged in making fruitless 
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attacks with a stick against the rats that swarmed 
about him, he was surprised by a visit from the gen- 
eral and a stranger whom he did not remember to 
have seen before. 

"How do you carry yourself to-day, my friend? " 
began the former. 

" Very uncomfortably, thank you, sir," replied Billy, 
blinking in the lantern light. 

" But you are a sailor and accustomed to ships ? " 

" Yes, I am a sailor ; but my experience with ships 
has been on deck, not in rat-holes." 

" Then you are perhaps familiar with navigation, 
and understand the use of such instruments as would 
enable you to locate the position of a ship in any part 
of the ocean ? " 

" Certainly I understand navigation," replied Billy, 
wondering at the question. 

" Could you direct the course of this brig to the 
Western Isles with precision ? " 

" If provided with a good chart and instmments of 
precision, I could undoubtedly do so." 

" It is as I thought I " exclaimed the general, who 
then held an earnest conversation with his companion, 
during which Billy wondered what was up. 

Finally, turning again to our lad, the general said : 
" I will now explain why I have questioned you. It 
is because of the death of our captain." 

" The captain of this brig ? " queried Billy. 

" It is the same. He is dead, and this gentleman, 
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Lieutenant Vigo, is his successor in office. As, with 
the loss of the captain, navigators have become scarce 
in the ship, he comes with me to ask if you are willing, 
in exchange for removal to better quartera, to take a 
daily observation of the sun, and report to him your 
finding of the ship's position, that his reckoning may 
thereby be verified?" 

The young midshipman was at a loss how to answer 
this proposition ; for, believing the United States and 
France to be still at war, would he not be giving aid 
and comfort to an enemy should he assist in navi- 
gating a French vessel? At the same time his 
life had been saved by that vessel, and it was as im- 
portant for him as for any one else that she should 
reach port in safety. Noting his hesitation, the 
general continued: — 

" It is of great concern that our reckoning be exact, 
as the ship is nearly empty of water, and a new sup- 
ply may only be obtained at the Western Isles, which 
you will call the Azores. ' Therefore we must not 
pass them, or we may perish. Already is there much 
of suffering among the women and little children." 

" In that case I will consent to assist in the navi- 
gation," said Billy, with all his scruples gone to the 
winds. 

" You will give your parole as a gentleman officer 
to make observation each day, and record truly its 
result?" 

"I will." 
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"Also your parole that you will not seek to escape 
from this ship before she reaches a port of France?" 

" No, sir. I will make no such promise." 

When this last question and its prompt answer in 
the negative was made known to Lieutenant Vigo, he 
was at first very angry, but after a little he smiled 
and said it would make no difference. 

Thus it was settled, and Billy, bidding farewell to 
his rat-hole without regret, was conducted to the deck. 
There, for the first time in a week, he found himself 
in a blaze of sunlight that smote his eyeballs with the 
pain of a blow. Clapping his hands over his face to 
exclude the glare, he allowed himself to be led blindly 
aft. When next he was able to note his surroundings 
he was in the brig's cabin, where were collected a 
number of passengers, who stared at him curiously. 
Now for the first time he realized what a forlorn and 
utterly disreputable appearance he must present. He 
was bareheaded and barefooted, black with the grime 
and filth of his recent prison ; his hair was long and 
matted, while his once cherished uniform was ragged, 
faded, and shrunken out of all proportion by the 
repeated soakings and dryings to which it had been 
subjected. In this sorry plight he was much relieved 
to escape the amused gaze of the passengers by taking 
refuge in the captain's stateroom, which he was told 
he might occupy for the present. 

As Billy was happily ignorant of the terrible sight 
presented in that same room but a few hours earlier, 
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he only contrasted it with his late quarters in the hold, 
and regarded its manifold comforts with great satis- 
faction. Lieutenant Vigo had already examined the 
captain's effects, and removed to his own room the 
things that he deemed of greatest value. Still much 
had been left, including nautical instruments, charts, 
and an abundance of clothing. From the latter 
Billy was told to take whatever he might need to 
make himself presentable, and then he was left in 
sole possession of the room. 

"This is the most literal stepping into a dead 
man's shoes that I ever heard of," reflected our 
young " reefer," as he tried on a pair of pumps that 
proved to be a most comfortable fit. " And what a 
queer go this whole affair is. A few minutes ago I 
was the f orlornest and most miserable being on board, 
while now I am the ship's navigator, occupying the 
captain's room, and at liberty to make such use as I 
please of his belongings, all of which goes to show 
that one man's ill wind is another's fair breeze. 
Hope I shall be able to do something with these 
instruments and tables, but they do look hopelessly 
Prenchy." 

Billy had paused, half-dressed, to study the prob- 
lem thus presented, and was still puzzling over the 
vernier of a quadrant, when the general reappeared 
to announce that as the sun was still suflBciently high 
for an observation, his presence was desired on deck. 

So the lad hastened his dressing, and when, a few 
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minutes later, he emerged from the room clad in a 
suit of snowy duck, patent leather pumps, and a 
French naval cap, and carrying a quadrant in his 
hand, his appearance was greeted with a murmur of 
approval from the assembled passengers. The gen- 
eral had informed them that this young officer of the 
United States navy had volunteered to assist in 
navigating their vessel to the nearest port in which 
a supply of water could be procured, and it was even 
whispered among them that their ultimate safety 
would be largely dependent upon his efforts. There- 
fore they regarded him with intense interest, and fol- 
lowed in a body to the deck to see what he would do. 
As our young navigator assumed a position for 
taking his observation, he found himself facing a 
situation quite, as embarrassing as when he had been 
called upon to make a speech to the officers assembled 
about Dr. Dean's table. It was rendered doubly 
trying by the knowledge that nearly every one of 
those now surrounding him was an enemy, who 
regarded him with hostile eyes, and would have re- 
joiced at his discomfiture. To be sure, the general, 
who stood beside him holding a chronometer, was to 
a certain degree friendly ; while black Dolphus, who, 
from the waist of the brig, regarded him with open- 
mouthed amazement, was undoubtedly so. Lieu- 
tenant Vigo, also on hand, and provided with a 
quadrant with which he proposed to go through the 
form of taking an observation, was feeling bitterly 
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the humiliation of his position, and failed to con- 
ceal the fact that his attitude toward the young 
American was one of jealous hatred. 

Yet it was he who gave Billy the courage neces- 
sary to act his part ; for glancing at his rival, it sud- 
denly flashed into our lad's mind that the lieutenant 
was lacking in a knowledge of seamanship essential 
to his position, and that he was the only navigator on 
board the brig. The man's very attitude, his nervous- 
ness, the awkward manner in which he handled his 
instrument, and his evident imitation of Billy's every 
movement, were proofs of his ignorance that filled 
our young sailor vdth a renewed confidence in his 
own powers. How thankful he was at that minute 
for having studied when the opportunity offered, and 
how fully he realized that, under all circumstances, 
knowledge and power are synonymous terms. At 
the same time he was so overwhelmed with a sense 
of his present responsibility that he grew pale, and 
his hands trembled as, at the general's call of 
"Time," he raised the quadrant to his eyes for a 
squint at the sun. 

It was a tedious task, even with the general's 
assistance, to calculate in French terms and with 
French tables from the meridian of Paris instead of 
Greenwich. Long before the desired result was 
obtained, the young navigator expected to have the 
lieutenant interrupt his labors, and question him as 
to their length. When a conclusion was finally 
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reached, and the brig's position platted on a chart, 
Billy was still doubtful as to its accuracy, but did not 
betray his misgivings even to the general, who took 
it upon himself to announce the result to Lieutenant 
Vigo. 

In a few minutes he returned to say that this re- 
sult agreed so nearly with that obtained by the 
lieutenant, that for all practical purposes they were 
identical. 

Then Billy knew for a certainty that the com- 
mander of the brig was, as he had suspected, entirely 
ignorant of navigation, and that thenceforth he alone 
of all the ship's company could direct her course 
across the trackless ocean. He knew this because, 
in reviewing his figures during the general's absence, 
he had discovered an error that altered the vessel's 
position by more than a degree of longitude; but 
this fact he carefully concealed within his own 
bosom. 



CHAPTER XI 

ACCURATE FIGURING OR CERTAIN DEATH 

As Billy Vance became conscious of the great fact 
that he was master of the situation, and could direct 
the course of V Agile where he pleased, he was filled 
with exultation, and immediately began to plan how 
he should use his newly acquired power. He knew 
he could not head the brig back toward the United 
States, for such a complete reversal of her course 
would quickly be detected. He might, however, 
carry her to the northward, and make her daily run 
appear so much less than it really was as to place her 
somewhere off the Spanish coast, on the cruising 
ground of American privateers and British men-of- 
war while she was apparently still in the vicinity of 
the Azores. Then, if she should happen to be capt- 
ured by an American, it was just possible that he 
might be allowed the glory of carrying the prize 
home, and our lad's heart swelled with pride at the 
mere thought of such a thing. 

Even if she should be taken by a British cruiser, 
he would certainly be permitted to await at Gibraltar 
the coming of Commodore Dale's squadron. At that 
common meeting-point of the world's commerce, he 
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could pick up much information concerning the 
movements of Barbary corsairs that would be of 
value to his countrymen. After transmitting his 
news to the flagship, what fun it would be to pull 
alongside the Enterprise and paralyze Midshipman 
Biddle by reporting for duty as though he had only 
been absent a few hours. Billy laughed aloud with 
the mere contemplation of his messmate's amazement 
at his appearance and envy of his adventures. 

" Either of those things might happen," reflected 
the lad, "and I can surely accomplish one or the 
other if I only make the most of my present oppor^ 
tunity. I wonder if any other fellow ever had such 
a chance so early in his career ? " 

All at once two very unpleasant thoughts intruded 
themselves into his meditations. One was a recollec- 
tion of the parole by which he was in honor bound to 
make a truthful record of his daily observations. 
The other was induced by the wail of a child outside 
his stateroom door. Could he, to serve his own ends, 
allow that little one to suffer and perhaps die, for 
want of water ? In an instant all the young fellow's 
dreams of what might be were dispelled, and he 
knew that both honor and duty demanded the ful- 
filment of his promise. Accordingly he informed 
the general of the mistake he had discovered, and 
sent word to Lieutenant Vigo that in order to head 
for the Azores he must alter the brig's course by 
half a point. 
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It very soon became evident to the ship's company 
that Billy Vance was the sole navigator on board 
and that he held their fate in his hands. He was 
therefore treated with marked respect by all except 
Lieutenant Vigo, who seemed to entertain for the 
young American as great a dislike as was formerly 
held by the dead captain. He never noticed the lad 
if he could help it and avoided meeting him as much 
as possible. 

In the mean time every soul on board was put on 
the shortest possible allowance of water, in spite of 
which their supply of the precious fluid diminished 
with startling rapidity. At length the pitiful daily 
allowance was doled out by the spoonful, and they 
entered upon a period of great suffering. The 
weather had turned very warm, and men lay about 
the deck, gasping under the pitiless blue sky, watch- 
ing and praying for rain clouds that never came. 
In the cabin the wail of children crying for water 
was incessant, and several times Billy gave his own 
wretched allowance to some perishing little one. 

Crazed by their sufferings, many of the ship's com- 
pany cursed him for not bringing them more speedily 
to land. Some even declared that he was carrying 
them in the wrong direction, with a view to seizing 
the brig himself when an opportunity offered. These 
in their madness would have killed him, had they 
not been restrained by the general and those whom 
he could influence. Whenever Billy took an observa- 
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tion, his every movement was watched by scores of 
bloodshot eyes, as though their owners expected to 
detect him in some act of treachery. 

The winds were light and baffling ; still, with each 
day Billy was able to announce that they were draw- 
ing nearer to the longed-for islands. Finally came 
the joyful tidings that, in a few hours more, if his 
calculations were correct, land ought to be discovered. 
After that no one would go below, but all remained 
on deck, straining their eyes for the blessed sight. 
The strongest swarmed in the rigging, and eager 
watchers were stationed in the tops. It was a bitter 
disappointment when darkness fell without anything 
having been discovered, and fierce were the threats 
of what would happen to the young navigator in 
case another dawn should fail to make good his 
prediction. Some of these threats Billy understood, 
especially that of Lieutenant Vigo, who swore with 
a great oath that, if sunrise did not show them the 
promised islands, it should witness the hanging of 
the traitor who had misled them ; and to this there 
was no dissenting voice. 

" So if their old chronometer has varied by a min- 
ute, or if there is a mistake of a single figure in their 
confounded tables, I am to pay for the error with my 
life," thought Billy, bitterly. Under such circum- 
stances it is not surprising that our lad, in company 
with many others, kept the deck without thought of 
sleep during the long watches of that critical night. 
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At length the weary hours of darkness were ended, 
a promise of day appeared in the east, and the rigging 
again swarmed with men darkly silhouetted against 
the reddening sky. A great silence, only broken by 
an occasional cry of a child, pervaded the vessel as, 
under towering canvas, she slipped smoothly through 
the gray waters. As the light strengthened and a 
wider circle of vision opened with each second, 
murmurs of anger began to arise from all quarters ; 
the lieutenant gave a low-voiced order, and in 
another minute the same deadly noose that had 
threatened Billy Vance on the day of his boarding 
the brig dangled ominously from the fore yardarm. 

A streak of flame appeared on the eastern horizon. 
The sun was rising, and no land was discernible. A 
distant bank of cloud hung low off the starboard 
quarter, but the few who noticed it gave it scant heed, 
for all hopes were centred on what might be ahead. 

As the glorious orb of day swung clear of the wfiter, 
Lieutenant Vigo issued a sharp command that caused 
all eyes to turn in his direction. Instantly a dozen 
armed men sprang to obey him, and advanced, with 
obvious intent, toward the place where Billy was 
standing. This time there seemed no hope that he 
could be saved. Neither the general nor Dolphus 
would be permitted to interfere ; while all the others 
appeared either indifferent to his fate or eager for his 
death. 

Instinctively the poor lad swept the entire horizon 
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with despairing gaze, and as his eyes rested on a 
point almost in the course the brig had traversed, he 
uttered a great cry, at the same time pointing with 
trembling finger. 

Instantly every face was turned in that direction. 
There was a moment of stupefied silence. Then a 
mighty shout mingled with sobbings and incoherent 
exclamations rose from deck and rigging. The cloud 
bank that lay behind them was slowing melting under 
the hot rays of the rising sun, and beneath it lay the 
islands they sought, but had passed in the night. 

Even as they gazed and before the brig could be 
put about, Corvo and Flores were revealed, Fayal 
lifted its green head three thousand feet in air, 
Graciosa showed nearer at hand, and then they saw 
rugged Pico towering more than seven thousand feet 
above the sea, and proudly dominating its humbler 
neighbors. 

With the marvellous sight there came a sudden 
revulsion of feeling in the minds of the ship's com- 
pany toward the young navigator who had brought 
them safely across the trackless ocean to this goal of 
their hopes and desires. A moment before they had 
been ready to kill him. Now, overwhelmed with 
contrition for their hasty judgment, they thronged 
about him with abject apologies and eager gratitude. 
Some even sought to embrace him, but he would 
have nothing to do with them. Worn with watching 
and suspense, disgusted with the fickleness of his 
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shipmates, and desirous of a season of rest in which 
to prepare for the escape on which he was now more 
than ever determined, the lad broke loose from those 
who surrounded him, and hurrying below, threw him- 
self wearily into his bunk. 

Billy did not mean to sleep; but merely to 'rest 
until the brig should enter some harbor, when he 
proposed to return to the deck and study his sur- 
roundings, with a view to planning his future move- 
ments. So he lay awake, listening to such voices and 
sounds as reached him. These gradually grew fainter, 
until after a little they ceased altogether, and Billy 
Vance was buried in a slumber so profound that, 
when V Agile finally dropped anchor in the harbor of 
Horta, the picturesque seaport of Fayal, he did not 
waken. Nor was his sleep disturbed when, at the end 
of another hour his friend, the general, entered the 
room with a jug of delicious water drawn from the 
first barrelful ' brought off to the brig. The old 
Frenchman hesitated a moment on seeing the lad's 
condition. Then he set down the jug and departed 
softly, closing the door behind him. 

A few minutes later Lieutenant Vigo came, looked 
in, smiled grimly at the sleeping form, and also 
departed, only he locked the door after him and 
thrust its key into his pocket. 

In the mean time all the passengers had gone ashore 
at the earliest opportunity, not only to seek refresh- 
ment, but to spend a delightful day in again treading 
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terra firma, after their long confinement on ship- 
board. After the water casks were filled, two-thirds 
of the crew were also granted shore leave; and, as 
the brig was to remain at anchor all night, no one 
would be obliged to return to her until morning, if it 
pleased him to remain in the town until then. 

Black Dolphus had been made to help fill the 
casks, and was then told that he might remain on 
shore permanently, as in the future there would be 
no place for him on board the privateer. He was also 
threatened with being shot, in case he should attempt 
to return to her. 

While all these things were happening, Billy Vance 
slept in blissful ignorance of them, nor did he once 
unclose his eyes until sometime after nightfall. Then 
he wakened with a great start, to find himself listen- 
ing in confused dismay to the sounds of what seemed 
a furious struggle taking place just outside his state- 
room door. 



CHAPTER Xn 

BLACK DOLPHUS JOINS A CONSPIRACY 

DoLPHUS had been eager to assist in filling the 
water casks, as he believed he would thus acquire 
information concerning the lay of the land that would 
prove useful when he and Billy were ready to take 
leave of the brig. He wondered at the young navi- 
gator's absence from the deck as T Agile dropped her 
anchor in Horta harbor; and was rendered uneasy 
by learning, from such chance bits of conversation 
as he could understand, that Billy was to be kept 
in close confinement until his services should again 
be required. Still, Dolphus believed he would find 
some means of effecting the lad's release, and so 
worked cheerfully enough at the task in hand, at 
the same time keeping a keen watch of his new 
surroundings. 

He thus selected the point at which he and his 
companion should land after escaping from the brig, 
and even traced with his eye the route they should 
follow to a hiding-place. Much as he hated the pri- 
vateer, he was, of course, desirous of returning to her 
once more, and was greatly chagrined when roughly 
ordered to remain permanently on shore. 
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For a few minutes the negro stood like one stunned, 
with all his hopes dashed, and his plans overthrown, 
staring vacantly at the retreating boat. A stranger 
in a strange land, penniless, and unable to compre- 
hend a word of Portuguese, the only language spoken 
in the Azores, he felt utterly helpless, and was in- 
tensely miserable. Finally he turned, made his way 
through the little knot of spectators, who were curi- 
ously watching him, and began slowly to climb the 
steep central street of the town, with a vague idea of 
finding some place where he could be alone and think 
without interruption. At length he passed beyond 
the last straggling huts and came to a wooded forest 
commanding a superb view of white-walled Horta 
lying at his feet, the roadstead, the outlying islands, 
and the sea beyond. 

Close at hand bubbled a crystal spring, the water 
from which dashed down the hillside in a series of 
sparkling cascades. After drinking gratefully at 
this, Dolphus found a grassy spot that gave him an 
uninterrupted view of VAgile^ and sat down to con- 
template his situation. He could see boats going 
and coming to and from the brig, and plainly distin- 
guished the movements of men, looking like pygmies 
on her deck. What interested him most, however, 
just then, was a thin column of smoke, that, ascending 
from her galley, reminded him of his own unsatisfied 
hunger. 

^^ £f I only had a bite er terbaccer," he said aloud, 
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"I wouldn't feel so powerful hungry; but I hain't 
got er mite nor nuffin else. Might as well nebber 
been bawn, ez — " 

" Cut off a chaw of this, uncle, and see if it don't 
fill the bill," interrupted a deep voice behind him 
with such startling effect that Dolphus very nearly 
rolled over the edge of the cliff. He had been too 
absorbed in his own troubled thoughts to note the 
coming of the white man, who now stood beside him 
holding out a small piece of navy twist. This mjin 
was young, evidently of great strength, bearded, sun- 
burned, and ragged, while his whole appearance was 
that of a sailor. 

"I reckoned you might speak English," he con- 
tinued, seating himself on a fragment of rock close 
at hand, " and I followed you up here on purpose for 
a 'gam.' Belong to the brig down there, don't ye?" 

"Yes, gah. Dat is, I did, or leastways, I was a 
kind of a prisoner on board; but now deys lef me on 
sho', an' say I kain't go back no mo'." 

" French, ain't she ? " 

" Yes, sah." 

" Privateer ? " 

" I reckin so." 

"And what are you, — American or British?" 

" 'Merican, sah." 

" Thought as much. Then I should reckon you'd 
be glad enough to get away from the bloody pirates." 

" Yes, sah. 'Ceptin' fer Marse Vance. Ef he was 
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only here, I wouldn' care ; but dey's got him locked 
up. 

" Who's Marse Vance ? Is he an American, too?" 

" Suttinly, sah. Him a young gen'leman midship 
in de 'Merican Navy." 

" You don't say ! What they got him locked up 
for?" 

" 'Case he de onliest nabigator on board, an' so dey 
dasn't leab him go." 

" H'm ! Navigator, is he ? " 

"He sholy am. Why, sah, 'twas him bring de 
brig to dis yer place." 

" What's the matter with the captain ? " 

" Him daid." 

" Oh, ho I And you say your friend is an Ameri- 
can ? " 

" Suttinly. Him from York State." 

" Would he like to escape from the brig?" 

"Course he would." 

"Wouldn't he like better to capture her, and carry 
her back to the States as a prize ? " 

"Golly, boss! Now you is joking. Same time, 
dat's de bery ting me an' Marse Vance been pro- 
jectin' about. But jes' we two kain't do nuflBn' of 
dat kin'." 

" Look here, Sambo." 

"Dolphus, sah. Dolphus Cicero Ham." 

"Well, then, Mr. Ham, s'posin' you come along 
with me to a place where we can talk this thing 
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over with some friends of mine, and maybe we can 
do something to help this Mr. Vance out of his 
trouble." 

At this proposition the black man regarded his 
new acquaintance doubtfully. 

" Oh, it's all right and square. I'm an American 
same as yourself. Starbuck's my name, and I hail 
from Nantucket." 

The negro's eyes glistened. 

"There's six of us here," continued the other, 
" all belonging to the whaler. Friend^ that was capt- 
ured by one of them 'tarnal French privateers a 
month ago, 'bout a hundred miles to the s'uth'ard 
of this. We six managed to escape that same night 
in one of our own boats, and finally made these 
islands more dead than alive. What's become of the 
rest of the Friend's company, the Lord only knows. 
Since then we've made a sort of a living by fishing 
and doing odd jobs for our grub, but in all the time 
we've been here, not an American ship has touched. 
In fact, there hasn't been anything in port but a 
couple of Portuguee traders, and a British cruiser 
that made us cut for the interior till she was gone, 
seeing as we didn't care to be pressed into King's 
Service. Now we want to get away so bad that 
we're willing to take almost any chances. 

"I believe we'd even risked it in our own boat, 
if we'd had a navigator in the crowd. Same time 
I'll allow our chances of making port would have 
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been pretty slim, and so we were almighty glad to 
see your brig come into the harbor. If she had 
proved anything but what she is, we'd have gone 
right aboard and made some sort of a deal with her 
old man. Soon as we discovered she was French, 
of course we knowed that wouldn't be no use ; and 
so we was all at sea again. Now, what you have 
just said has given me a new idea, and if you'll 
come along I'll explain it to you same time I do 
to the other lads. What do you say?" 

" I says bery good, sah," replied Dolphus. " Also 
I hopes you'se got somefin' to eat, Marse Starbuck, 
for I is powerful empty, an' dat's a fao'." 

"All right," laughed the other; "I guess we'll 
manage to fill you up. We mustn't be seen in com- 
pany, though, so I'll go first, and you follow a bit 
later. Lay a course back the way you came till you 
strike water. Then take a sheer to starboard, and 
count the houses till you come to the sixth. That's 
Mother Silva's, where we put up. Have you got the 
price of a meal about you ? " 

" No, sah ; hain't got nuflSn." 

" Take this then, and give it to the old woman ; 
when she sees it, she'll let you in fast enough." 

With this the sailor handed Dolphus a small Por- 
tuguese coin. Then he started back toward the 
town. 

A minute later the negro followed him, and, care- 
fully bearing his sailing directions in mind, soon 
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found himself at Mother Silva's boarding-house, 
eagerly sniffing the delightful odors of garlic, cab- 
bage, and frying fish that pervaded it. 

Starbuck took no notice of him until after dinner 
was over ; but while he was eating, Dolphus glanced 
keenly at the stalwart Americans, and decided that 
they were the very men to undertake a desperate 
job. 

When his hunger was satisfied, the black obeyed^ 
a slight gesture given by Starbuck, and followed 
him to a room in which the other Americans were 
already assembled. Here the Nantucket man intro- 
duced his new acquaintance, and, in a few words, 
gave his companions such information regarding the 
privateer brig as he had picked up. Then he un- 
folded his plan, which was that they seven should 
capture V Agile that very night, and then, with Billy 
Vance as navigator, sail her to the nearest American 
port. It was a bold project, and drew forth a vast 
amount of discussion from those before whom it was 
laid. They asked many questions of Dolphus regard- 
ing the strength of the brig's crew, what arms they 
had, the probability of Billy Vance falling in with 
their plan, and his knowledge of seamanship. Finally, 
however, it was decided that the attempt should be 
made, and Starbuck was unanimously chosen as 
leader of the expedition. 

As the day was now nearly spent, the latter at once 
began his preparations by sending Dolphus out to dis- 
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cover how many of the brig's company were on shore, 
and to pick up any other information concerning them 
that he could. Then the Americans informed Mother 
Silva that they were about to start out in their own 
boat for a night's fishing, — a thing they had done 
several times before, and which would satisfactorily 
account for their absence. 

Setting forth just before dark, they stretched out 
of the harbor, but returned soon after nightfall, and 
took Dolphus aboard at a point some distance beyond 
the town where he had been directed to await them. 
He reported that most of the brig's passengers and 
more than half her crew were on shore, where they 
seemed inclined to remain until morning. Also that 
much brandy had been taken on board VAgile^ which 
would seem to indicate that those compelled to remain 
with her were determined to forget their recent suffer- 
ings as thoroughly as possible. 

This opinion was confirmed by the sounds of sing- 
ing and laughter borne across the harbor on the night 
air, and impatient as the Americans were for action, 
they waited until nearly midnight for these to cease 
before venturing on their attempt at a capture. 
Finally quiet reigned, and with muffled oars they 
moved silently across the harbor. Not a sound came 
from the brig as they approached her, and, pulling 
under her bows, clambered aboard one after another 
with the agility of cats. 

Assembled on the forecastle, they halted for a 
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moment to listen and then began to move aft. The 
night was very dark, and one of them, before he was 
aware of an obstacle in his path, stumbled on a pros- 
trate form that brought him to the deck with a ci'ash. 
At this several other shadowy forms staggered to their 
feet, but were promptly knocked down, dragged to 
the forecastle companionway, and tumbled below. A 
medley of shouts and curses followed, and a rush was 
made for the deck, but it was quickly checked by the 
closing and fastening of the hatch. 

Now leaving the others to guard the deck, Reuben 
Starbuck, guided by Dolphus, hastened aft and into 
the cabin, with a view to releasing the American mid- 
shipman from his confinement. Lieutenant Vigo, 
who was a light sleeper, had been aroused by the com- 
motion forward, and was just issuing angrily from his 
room as they appeared. A lamp burning over the 
cabin table betrayed their presence. The Frenchman 
levelled a pistol, but ere he could fire, Starbuck was 
upon him, and the two engaged in the fierce struggle 
by which Billy Vance was awakened. 



CHAPTER XIII 

SUCCESS OF THE CONSPIRATORS 

As Lieutenant Vigo was a powerful man, he and 
the Yankee sailor were so evenly matched that for 
several minutes they fought all over the cabin with- 
out either gaining an advantage. Dolphus could not 
assist Starbuck, as he had his hands full in keeping 
to their rooms several passengers who, aroused by the 
struggle, were anxious to learn its cause. Finally, the 
combatants staggered so heavily against the door be- 
hind which Billy Vance was helplessly listening to the 
conflict, that it yielded with a crash, and they pitched 
headlong into the room. As they fell, it happened 
that the lieutenant was undermost, and the first 
intimation Billy received that either of these pre- 
cipitate intrudera was other than French, came 
through the exulting exclamation uttered with pant- 
ing breath : — 

"There, you 'tarnal snake! I guess I've got you 
foul at last I " 

"Are you English?" cried the young American. 

"No, I'm a Yankee, same as yourself," came the 
reply. 

Amazed as he was at this recognition, Billy had no 
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time to ask any of the eager questions that sprang to 
his lips before the stranger continued : — 

" If you are Mr. Vance, you will help us tie this 
Frenchman, for he's slippery as an eel. Get a turn 
round his legs, and we'll have him safe." 

Seizing the first thing that offered for this purpose, 
which happened to be a towel, Billy sprang to comply 
with this request, only to be met by a kick from the 
prostrate man that drove him breathless into the 
middle of the cabin. 

The next time he approached more cautiously, and 
succeeded in accomplishing his object, upon which 
the sailor somewhat relaxed his hold of the French- 
man's arms. Almost at the same moment he uttered 
a loud cry, dealt his foe a stunning blow full in the 
face, and sank to the floor bleeding from a cruel cut 
in the abdomen. This was afterwards found to have 
been made with Starbuck's own knife, which, loosened 
in its sheath during the struggle, had fallen to the 
floor within reach of the Frenchman's fingers. 

In this emergency, matters might have gone badly 
with the Americans, since Lieutenant Vigo was 
rapidly regaining his senses, while Dolphus was no 
longer able to hold in check the several occupants of 
the staterooms, had not two of the men left on guard 
become alarmed at their leader's prolonged absence, 
and gone aft in search of him. With their aid the 
fighting lieutenant was so secured that he could do 
no further harm, the passengers were awed into sub- 
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mission, and now, for the first time, Billy Vance 
gained an idea of what had taken place aboard the 
brig. He was somewhat dismayed to find that he 
was expected to command her, but quickly rose to 
the occasion and began to issue his orders. His first 
care was for Starbuck, whom he caused to be lifted 
into his own bunk. Then, with the experience he 
had gained in the hospital, he managed to stanch the 
outflow of blood, and prepare a rude dressing for the 
wound. Then, after searching the cabin and state- 
room for arms, sending on deck all that were found, 
and living one of the Americans on guard with a 
cocked pistol, Billy, accompanied by Dolphus, went 
forward to confer with the other sailors. 

When these learned who he was, they addressed 
him respectfully as "Captain Vance." In their 
opinion the only thing to do was to get every 
Frenchman out of the brig as quickly as possible, 
and have her under way by earliest dawn. 

"If a word of this business reaches shore before 
we've gained an offing, the fort'll knock us into 
a cocked hat," said one. 

" Yes, and the French will swarm around us like 
sharks at a cutting in," remarked another. 

There was only one thing done by Billy that did 
not meet with the approval of his new acquaintances. 
This was the sending ashore of the passengers' bag- 
gage, and especially everything that he thought would 
add to the comfort of his friend, the general. All 
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these things he caused to be landed at the remote 
point where Dolphus had been picked up. 

After this certain of the crew were allowed to come 
on deck, and compelled to sway up the heavy yards. 
As it was now very near the brig's appointed sailing 
time, the sounds thus produced did not arouse suspi- 
cion on shore, where such persons as were ready to 
come off waited for a lieutenant to send in a boat. 

When all square sails had been set, every French- 
man on board was made to enter the American long- 
boat, from which the oars had been taken, and which 
was dropped astern by its painter. Then the brig's 
cable was slipped, head sails were run up, and VAgile^ 
once more in American hands, was pointed toward 
the open sea. 

After they were under way a single pair of oars 
was attached to the painter of the boat containing the 
Frenchmen, and flung overboard. The craft thus 
cast loose was quickly lost to view, but its position 
was made known for some time by the clamor that its 
occupants instantly set up with the hope of being 
heard on shore. 

" We ought to have closed the lubbers' mouths," 
said one of the Americans, significantly, "and, by 
hokey ! I believe we can do it yet." 

The young captain was too anxious just then 
regarding the managem^it of his ship to heed this 
remark, nor, in the faint light beginning to steal over 
the eastern sky, did he notice what the man was 
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about to do. He knew that navigation about the 
Azores was beset with many perils in shape of sub- 
merged rocks, and was about to go below for a chart, 
when he was startled by the report of a musket close 
behind him. 

Whirling about, he was just in time to see the man 
who had fired lower the piece from his shoulder, with 
the remark, " I guess that'll quiet 'em." 

"What do you mean, sir? How dare you fire a 
shot aboard this vessel without orders ? " cried Billy, 
as he gained the man's side and snatched away his 
musket. 

" I only wanted to stop them fellers from screech- 
ing and rousing the fort," replied the man, sullenly, 
" and I've done it, too. Don't you notice how quiet 
they are all of a sudden ? " 

Ere Billy could make rejoinder, the musket shot 
was answered by a roar from the shore battery, and a 
solid shot struck the water half a cable's length ahead 
of the brig. Evidently the Portuguese had become 
suspicious of what was taking place in their harbor, 
and, having ascertained the brig's whereabouts from 
the musket shot, were now commanding her to heave 
to that they might investigate her doings. 

" Keep her away ! " ordered Billy. " Up with your 
helm ! Slack lee braces ! Steady I So I " 

Then, requesting absolute silence on deck, the lad 
hastened below for the chart, which it was imperative 
he should study. 
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For neaxly an hour all went well, though several 
narrow escapes were made from partially hidden rocks 
that seemed to leap into sudden existence on every 
side. Still, it was now light enough to detect these 
at some distance. Horta was left well behind, and 
the brig was clearly beyond reach of the battery guns. 
All hands were breathing more freely, and it seemed 
as though their desperate undertaking was about to 
be crowned with success, when, in a moment, their 
high hopes were dashed. 

The sun had risen. Billy, with chart outspread 
before him, was conning the ship, and, though he was 
still filled with a sense of anxious responsibility, his 
spirits were rising with each minute. Dolphus was 
busy in the galley preparing the breakfast that he 
had been bidden to have ready as soon as they should 
gain open water. While matters stood thus, breakers 
were sighted close at hand, off the port bow. The 
brig was put about to avoid them, missed stays in the 
light air, lost headway, drifted, struck, and remained 
immovable. 

At the ominous grating under her keel that 
sounded a death note to Billy's high hopes, the lad's 
cheeks paled, and his heart seemed to stop its beat- 
ing. Then, seeing that his crew still looked to him 
for orders, he cried : — 

"You are sailors, while I am only a navigator. 
What is to be done?" 

"Take soundings, lighten the ship, run out 
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a kedge, and warp her off," answered one man 
promptly ; while the others agreed that nothing 
better could be proposed. 

" Very well," said Billy, addressing the man who 
had spoken. " Do you take charge of the opera- 
tions and get her off if you can. Until she is again 
afloat I will obey your orders." 

There was no thought of breakfast now, nor of 
anything else save their imminent danger, both from 
wreck, and of capture by the infuriated Frenchmen, 
should the latter discover their situation. 

Yards were sharply braced and sails laid aback so 
as to force the brig astern the moment she should 
float. With desperate effort, the big guns were got 
overboard, one after another, and dropped into the 
sea. Shot and spare anchors followed. Soundings 
were taken, and a heavy kedge anchor, backed by 
one that was smaller, was carried out astern. Two 
hours were consumed in these operations, and, ere 
they were completed, a flotilla of boats was seen 
heading toward them from the direction of Horta. 

" The French are coming I " cried Billy, who made 
this discovery. "Now, men, as you value life and 
liberty, get a strain on that hawser that shall either 
part it or pull her off." 

With a shout the Americans sprang to their cap- 
stan bars, bent their sturdy backs, and threw their 
whole strength into a mighty effort. 

" She moved, I am sure she did 1 " yelled the young 
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midshipman, who was gazing over the side. " Now, 
once more ! All together ! " With this the lad 
joined the straining group and added his strength 
to theirs. 

A perceptible movement followed, a sound of grat- 
ing from under the brig's keel, and then she slid into 
deep water as though from the greased ways of a 
launch. 

The American yell of delight was answered by 
a volley of musketry from the leading French boat 
which had crept up within range, but the hastily 
aimed bullets flew wide, and no one was hit^ 

Without waiting to fire a shot in reply the Amer- 
icans cut the hawser that had saved them, sprang 
to halyards and braces, and with the leading French 
boat only fifty feet astern got slow headway on the 
brig. 

A petty oflBcer of the privateer stood erect in the 
boat, his face distorted with rage, urging his crew 
to greater effort. They might still have grained the 
slow-moving vessel had not Dolphus, who was first 
to find himself at leisure, seized a loaded musket, 
taken careful aim, and fired with such effect that the 
Frenchman gave a great leap and pitched headlong 
among his crew, throwing them into- direst con- 
fusion. 

" That will do," said Billy, as he noted the effect 
of this shot. " They can't catch us now." 

Nor did they; for ten minutes later r Agile had 
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cleared the last charted rock that lay in her course, 
and was gliding over the long Atlantic billows with 
a speed that defied further pursuit. 

"Now," said Billy, "let's have breakfast before 
anything else interferes." 



CHAPTER XIV 

HOVE TO, AND CHARGED WITH PIRACY 

That breakfast was the happiest meal Billy Vance 
had eaten since leaving the Enterprise on the other 
side of the Atlantic several weeks before. At last he 
was free to return to his native land, with such speed 
as the winds might grant. Not only that, but he was 
free to indulge to the utmost the glorious dreams 
that he had heretofore only cherished with many 
reservations. Was there ever a happier lad, or a 
prouder, or one having better reason for satisfaction 
with himself and his surroundings ? Billy thought 
not, and the crew who looked to him for a safe 
passage across the broad ocean fully shared his re- 
joicings as well as his pride in their recent achieve- 
ment. 

Orville Swain, the seaman who had so successfully 
saved the brig from wreck and had in consequence 
been chosen to act as mate during the homeward 
voyage, breakfasted in the cabin with Billy, and now, 
for the first time, learned the young navigator's his- 
tory. At its conclusion he offered to give the lad a 
thorough drill in practical seamanship during their 
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present cruise, in exchange for a few lessons in math- 
ematics and the use of instruments, — a proposition 
that Billy promptly accepted. 

Nor did they forget poor Starbuck, who lay help- 
less in the captain's stateroom ; but both visited 
the sufferer, and so comforted him with their 
cheerful account of recent happenings that he 
soon afterwards fell into a peaceful sleep. 

In all this time they had hardly given a thought 
to the captive lieutenant, whom they had not dared 
set adrift in the boat with his compatriots, and 
who still lay bound and furious on the floor of his 
own stateroom, whither Billy had caused him to be 
taken. Now unpleasantly recalled to his existence 
by the sound of his voice, our lad carried him food 
and water, but came away leaving him still securely 
bound. 

No sooner had he closed the door behind him, how- 
ever, than the prisoner, muttering a curse upon the 
young American, began vigorously sawing the rope 
confining his wrists back and forth across a broken 
place in the edge of his washbasin, with what result 
will appear later. 

As Billy regained the deck after having been below 
somewhat more than an hour, he was rejoiced to find 
the Azores already growing blue and indistinct with 
distance, and that the brig was making rapid way on 
her westward course. Orville Swain had relieved 
the man at the wheel, and the only other person to be 
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seen was aloft making some slight repairs to the rig- 
ging. All at once this man hailed the deck and 
reported a sail. 

" Where away ? " demanded the mate. 

" To the northward, sir, and nearly abeam. Looks 
like a big ship." 

Forgetful of his newly acquired dignity, Billy 
seized a glass, and, springing into the main rigging, 
ran aloft with the agility of a monkey. From the 
royal yard he obtained a clear view of three pyra- 
mids of canvas towering above the northern horizon, 
though the hull supporting them was still invisible. 
He was almost certain that the stranger was a man- 
of-war headed southwest. Hurrying to the deck 
and reporting this news to Orville Swain, they both 
decided that, a^ it might be unpleasant to meet a war- 
ship of any nationality, so long as none belonging to 
the United States were known to be in those waters, 
they must avoid the one now in sight if possible. 
So the brig was put about and stood, close-hauled to 
the northward, hoping to cross the stranger's wake 
so far astern as to be unobserved. 

No sooner was this manoeuvre accomplished than 
Billy again ran aloft, but to his dismay saw the 
stranger in the act of wearing and laying a course 
that would intercept them. It was evident that the 
brig had been discovered, and that further informa- 
tion regarding her was wanted. It was also now 
apparent that the ship was a heavy frigate, and as 
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Billy watched her the tricolor of France streamed 
from her main masthead. 

This was at once a menace and a relief, for it was 
possible that, on discovering the brig to be also 
French, the stranger might be content to hail without 
boarding. So Billy again descended to the deck, set 
French colors on VAgile^ and ordered that she resume 
her original course as though reassured by learning 
the frigate's nationality. At the same time he ordered 
every stitch of canvas set, including studding-sails 
from course to royal, with a faint hope of outfooting 
the larger ship and dropping her astern. 

The brig was too short-handed for this operation to 
be performed quickly; and by the time it was ac- 
complished the frigate, now plainly visible from the 
deck, was seen to be in full chase under everything 
that would draw. 

" I'm afeard she's got us, Mr. Vance," remarked 
Orville Swain, quietly, " though we are holding our 
own mighty well, and if we could only keep out of 
her reach till dark, we might dodge her during the 
night. There's her first order now." 

As the man spoke, a puff of smoke was seen to 
rise above the frigate, and in another moment the 
boom of a heavy gun was borne down the wind to 
their ears. It was a command for the brig to heave 
to, and await her pursuer's pleasure. 

" Shall we do it, Mr. Vance, or trust to our heels 
a while longer ? " asked Orville Swain. 
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Ere Billy could answer, the man exclaimed, 
" Hello ! What's up now ? " 

The French flag had disappeared from the frigate's 
masthead, and, as all eyes on the brig were anxiously 
looking to see what she would show next, the crimson 
ensign of old England appeared in its place. 

"A Britisher, by Jingo!" cried Orville Swain. 
" I thought she looked too square for a Frenchman." 

^^ If she is really an English frigate, I suppose we 
may as well give in now as later," began Billy, doubt- 
fully. " I hate to, though, for we seem — " 

Before the lad could complete this sentence a man 
sprang from the cabm gangway, leaped upon the 
unsuspecting steersman with such force as to hurl 
him to the deck, struck a savage blow with a knife at 
Billy, which the latter barely avoided by ducking, and 
again disappeared in the cabin before any one fully 
realized what had happened. 

The brig, which had been staggering under more 
canvas than she could safely carry, thus left without 
guidance, flew into the wind. As she did so, there 
came a sound of crashing and rending from aloft, both 
royal masts and all studding-sail booms on the star- 
board side snapped short off, and the poor craft lay 
as completely at the mercy of her pursuer as a 
crippled bird before a hunter. 

When Orville Swain, dazed, and bleeding from 
an ugly knife gash in the head, slowly regained his 
feet, at the same time looking blindly about for the 
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enemy who had struck the cowardly blow, he instinc- 
tively grasped the wheel, with the thought of again 
pulling the brig on her course. But Billy interfered, 
and bade him keep her as she was until the frigate 
should reach them. At the same time he bound a 
handkerchief about the man's head. 

The remaining Americans, together with Dolphus, 
Lad by this time tumbled aft, demanding to know 
what had happened. When they learned that the 
French lieutenant who had been confined below had 
in some way freed himself from his bonds, and was 
the author of all this mischief, they vowed to kill 
him while they were still masters of the situation. 
With this purpose in view they started in a body 
for the cabin ; but Billy checked them, saying: — 

" Hold on, men. It won't take six of us to deal 
with one Frenchman, and the brig needs instant 
attention ; for if that frigate is really British, she 
will probably allow us to remain in possession and 
continue our voyage. So three of you must do what 
you can to clear away the wreckage. One man may 
come below with me. Mr. Swain will keep the 
wheel as long as he is able, and you, Dolphus, must 
stand ready to relieve him, at the same time keeping 
watch of the cabin door ready to shoot down the 
Frenchman if he should happen to escape us." 

So the young midshipman, with a cocked pistol 
in one hand and a cutlass in the other, closely 
followed by one of the American sailors similarly 
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armed, advanced boldly into the cabin. As no 
person was to be seen, Billy began a cautious exami- 
nation of the port staterooms, while his companion 
undertook a like search on the starboard side. 

They had entered the cabin noiselessly and per- 
fected this plan with brief whispers. Now with 
loudly beating heart, Billy moved softly but ready 
for constant action toward the first door. Ere he 
could reach it, he was startled by an outcry from his 
companion, and thinking he had discovered their 
common enemy, sprang to join him. He found the 
sailor standing in the captain's room, staring at 
Reuben Starbuck, who, bleeding from several ghastly 
wounds, lay dead in his bunk. The disabled sailor 
had evidently been the first victim of the French- 
man's cowardly attack, and the two who now sought 
the murderer gazed in horror at his work. 

Only for a minute did they thus pause ; and, after 
assuring themselves that Starbuck was really dead, 
they turned to renew their search for the miscreant 
who had done this thing. 

Even as they did so a heavy decanter, snatched 
from the cabin table, and hurled with deadly intent, 
felled Billy Vance to the floor. A rush of feet, an 
ineffective pistol shot from the sailor in the cabin, 
another from Dolphus, and Lieutenant Vigo was 
again on deck, yelling like a madman with wild 
gesticulations toward the approaching frigate, which 
he still believed to be French. He even sprang to 
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the wheel, hoping to wrest it from the hands of him 
whom he had already attempted to kill. But this 
time Orville Swain was on his guard. The Nan- 
tucketer was a powerful man, and, forgetting for 
the moment his present weakness through loss of 
blood, he seized the Frenchman, lifted him bodily 
with a mighty effort, and flung him into the sea. 

Some days after this Billy Vance woke from what 
seemed to him a troubled sleep filled with night- 
mares and fevered dreams. He found himself lying 
in a bunk, overpowered by weakness, and gazing 
blankly into the merry sun-tanned face of a young 
fellow, who was returning his stare with interest. 

"Hello! Come to, have you?" exclaimed the 
latter. "I was just wishing you would, for it's 
beastly dull not having any one to talk with. 
Besides, I want you to help me stand watch." 

"Where am I?" whispered Billy, at the same 
time striving to recall what had happened. 

"Just where you were discovered when the cur- 
tain rose on our long and intimate acquaintance," 
answered the other. "On board the brig VAgile^ 
of which I, Hal Blount, passed midshipman in his 
Britannic Majesty's service, recently attached to the 
frigate Fleetwood^ have the honor to be commander." 

^^ U Agile ?^^ repeated Billy, hazily, as though try- 
ing to recall the name. 

" Yes ; the Frenchman, you know, that you and 
your brother pirates captured off Fayal and which 
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the Fleetwood was so fortunate as to intercept at the 
very outset of your piratical career." 

" I'm not a pirate," said Billy, indignantly. 

"So some of the witnesses stated at the time of 
your trial ; while others declared that you were one 
of the most piratical pirates that ever sailed under 
the 'Jolly Roger.' However, you'll have another 
chance to prove your innocence when we get to 
Malta, for the case is to be reopened there, and if 
you are good, I'll testify in your favor." 

" But, I don't understand," began poor Billy, 

" Neither do I," interrupted Hal Blount ; " but the 
court martial will clear it all up, and either hang or 
acquit you: so you needn't worry. Now, though, 
you must go to sleep again and not speak another 
word until you wake up, for old Sawbones' last order 
was that you mustn't be excited. So, ta ta, till we 
meet again." 

Here Midshipman Blount left the room, only to 
thrust his laughing face in at the door again an 
instant later to remark : — 

" Oh ! I say. You must hurry out of this, you 
know, for you are invited to dine with the captain 
to-morrow, and he's awfully keen on having his 
guests come to time." 



CHAPTER XV 

HAL BLOUNT'S SPREAD 

The new commander of V Agile had hardly taken 
his departure from the stateroom in which Billy 
Vance lay, when its door was again cautiously 
opened, and the anxious face of black Dolphus 
appeared in the aperture. As Billy gave a little 
cry of glad recognition, the face was illumined by 
a broad grin, and the negro slipped into the room, 
softly closing the door behind him. It was almost 
pitiful to witness the black man's joy at thus finding 
his companion in adversity not only alive, but re- 
stored to reason and on the high road to recovery. 
For a time he indulged in such extravagant manifes- 
tations of delight that Billy found it impossible to 
gain a single word of the explanations for which he 
was longing. Finally, however, the negro became 
quieter, and our young midshipman learned the fol- 
lowing facts : — 

When Lieutenant Vigo was flung overboard by 
Orville Swain, the British frigate Fleetwood^ five days 
out from Gibraltar, and bound for the West Indies, 
was so close at hand that, after a long swim, he was 
picked up by one of her boats and taken aboard. It 
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seemed that he had sighted her while she was flying 
a French flag, and believing her to be of that nation- 
ality, had determined that the brig should not escape 
her if he could prevent it. Of course he was bitterly 
disappointed upon discovering her true character; 
but, to make the best of his situation, at once claimed 
the privileges of a prisoner of war, and denounced 
the Americans on board V Agile as pirates. In this 
claim he was supported by the fact that a treaty of 
peace between the United States and France had 
been signed more than a month earlier, as well as 
by the condition of affairs discovered on board 
the brig. 

In consequence of these things, and after much 
deliberation on the part of British o£Qcers, the Amer- 
ican sailors were offered their choice of being hanged 
as pirates or entering the King's service, and accepted 
the latter alternative. As Billy Vance was unable 
to speak for himself, he also was regarded as a pirate, 
in spite of the protests of Orville Swain and black 
Dolphus, both of whom declared the lad to be an 
officer of the United States navy. So it was finally 
decided that the brig should be sent to Malta in 
charge of Midshipman Blount and a prize crew of 
six men : while Billy should be allowed to remain in 
her for trial by the British authorities at that place. 
Black Dolphus, also charged with piracy, was also left 
on the brig to act as cook during the remainder of 
her voyage. 



122 IN PIRATE WATERS 

These arrangements being completed, and Reuben 
Starbuck, whom Lieutenant Vigo declared to be the 
French captain of V Agile murdered by the Americans, 
having been committed to the deep, the two vessels 
parted company. Under a full press of canvas the 
stately frigate with her one prisoner of war and j&ve 
reprieved pirates, as the unfortunate American sailors 
were called, bore away to the westward ; while V Affile^ 
shorn of much of her beauty by her recent accident, 
and manned by an English crew, began a tedious beat 
against adverse winds toward distant Malta. So 
long was her passage, that Billy Vance was able to 
leave his room and appear on deck by the time she 
entered the Strait of Gibraltar. He was intensely 
interested in seeing at once the coast of Africa on one 
hand, and the lofty European rock containing the 
strongest fortress in the world on the other. At the 
same time he could not forget his own trying situa- 
tion, nor the terrible charge hanging over him. Thus 
he proved but a sorry companion for Hal Blount, 
who was in high spirits at having brought his vessel 
thus far on her perilous voyage in safety. 

L' Agile dropped anchor off Gibraltar to report to 
the Admiral of the British fleet lying at that station, 
send despatches ashore, and take in a supply of pro- 
visions, but neither Billy nor Dolphus was allowed to 
leave the ship. It is true they might possibly have 
effected an escape, and would certainly have made 
the effort, had there been a single American vessel in 
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port on which to seek refuge ; but as there was none, 
the idea was not even considered. 

On the second evening of their stay at Gibraltar 
the young commander of V Agile entertained half a 
dozen of his friends from the fleet at a small dinner 
given on board the brig, and Billy was also invited. 
Among the guests was a conceited and supercilious 
young oflBcer, who was on his way to Malta, where he 
was to serve as private secretary to the governor. 
When Billy was presented to him as an officer of the 
American navy, this individual stared at our lad 
through an eyeglass, and remarked sneeringly : — 

"Ah! most interesting to meet an officer of the 
American navy; for, 'pon my word, I had no idea 
until this moment that the Americans supported such 
an establishment." 

Flushing hotly, Billy retorted : " Your education 
must be limited, sir, if you have never heard of the 
American ship Bonhomme Richard^ commanded by 
Captain John Paul Jones during her successful en- 
gagement with the British frigate SerapiaJ* 

"Certainly I know of that notorious pirate on 
whose head the British government set a price, and 
who in the engagement of which you speak not only 
commanded a French ship, but was aided by three 
other vessels of the same nationality. In referring to 
the American navy, I did not realize that piracy was 
a legalized institution of your countiy.'* 

" Sir ! " cried Billy, stepping close to the other, his 
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face white with passion. " In calling Paul Jones a 
pirate you utter a deliberate — " 

" Stop ! For Heaven's sake ! " exclaimed the host 
of the evening, springing between the two young men. 
" Guy, I am ashamed of you ! You forget that this 
gentleman is our guest — yours no less than mine. If 
you force a quarrel with him, you will have to deal 
with me first. Vance, I beg your pardon for having 
exposed you to insult. Moreover, I hereby declare 
Captain Paul Jones to have been a naval hero, whom 
all true seamen must admire and respect.'' 

Several of those present promptly endorsed this 
sentiment by cries of "Hear! Hear!" whereupon 
the secretary, without a word of apology, took his 
hat and made an abrupt departure. 

A year later this same person, who was an expert 
duellist, met several American naval oflBcers in the 
lobby of a theatre at Malta ; and, with the memory 
of his encounter with Billy Vance still rankling, 
remarked loud enough for them to hear him: 
" Those Yankees will never stand the smell of 
powder." At the same instant he brushed rudely 
against Midshipman Bainbridge, who was of the 
party. The latter promptly knocked the offender 
down, and a challenge followed. Billy's friend. 
Lieutenant Decatur, acted as second to the young 
American, and selected pistols at four paces. The 
governor's secretary had been " out " and faced an 
adversary's weapon several ' times before, but never 
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at SO short a distance. He privately protested 
against it to his second, who carried the objection 
to Decatur, remarking, "This looks like murder. 
Sir. 

" No, sir," replied the American oflBcer ; " it looks 
like death. Your friend has an established repu- 
tation as a duellist, while mine is wholly inex- 
perienced." 

So, at a distance of but twelve feet apart, the two 
men faced each other and fired at the word. The 
secretary was so nervous that he missed his aim 
entirely, while the ball from Bainbridge's weapon 
passed through his adversary's hat. Again were 
the opponents placed, the fatal word was given, 
and this time the man who had seen fit to insult 
the American navy fell mortally wounded. Bain- 
bridge was hurried aboard his ship, which soon after- 
wards sailed, and nothing more was ever heard of 
the affair. From that day forth, however, such per- 
sons as thought slightingly of the American navy 
were very careful not to express themselves upon' 
the subject in the presence of United States naval 
oflBcers. 

All this would have been very soothing to the feel- 
ings of our hero, could he have looked forward and 
known of it ; but, as he could not, his impulse was 
also to withdraw from the dinner party. He begged 
leave to do this, but both Blount and his guests in- 
sisted so strongly upon his remaining that he finally 
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consented to do so, — a decision for which, as will be 
seen, he had reason to be thankful throughout the 
remainder of his life. 

After the awkwardness of its opening incident had 
worn off, the dinner passed pleasantly, enough, while 
the sprightlier conversation of the assembled com- 
pany reminded the young American of a similar 
affair in which he had participated some two months 
before on board the Philadelphia. While he was 
thinking of this, and wondering if he should ever 
again see an American frigate, he found himself 
listening to an incident of life in Tripoli that one 
of the oflBcers, who had recently returned from that 
city, was relating. 

" She was a mere child, though giving promise of 
great beauty, and my heart ached for her," said the 
narrator. " It was in the private slave market to 
which I had been admitted by special favor, and I 
was first attracted to her, by hearing her cry out 
in as good English as I use myself : * Oh, mamma ! 
what shall I do? What is to become of your little- 
Ruth ? ' 

"Of course I made inquiries at once and found 
that she was not English, but was of some foreign 
nationality, probably American. It seemed that she 
had been wrecked somewhere on the coast, her 
friends had apparently been drowned, and she with a 
handful of survivors had been seized by the Arabs, 
who first discovered them. Then they were carried 
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to Tripoli for sale as slaves, which is the cheerful 
fate of every one so unfortunate as to be wrecked 
among our dear neighbors of Africa. 

" The poor child presented a pitiful picture, and 
I longed to offer her some comfort; but she was 
strictly guarded, and I was not allowed to go near 
her. I found out afterwards that she had been pur- 
chased by the Bashaw's agent, ^.nd attached to the 
royal household. A few years hence, if she holds her 
present promise of beauty, I suppose the old man 
will marry her, and so she will become an African 
princess. I only hope she may grow reconciled to 
her new life before that time. But it is an awful 
fate at best, and if she had been an English girl, I 
would have brought her away from that accursed 
place or lost my life in the attempt." 

" No doubt you would be a regular Don Quixote 
in aid of distressed beauty," laughed one of the 
listeners ; but ere the officer could reply, Billy Vance 
stood beside him, evidently laboring under great ex- 
citement. 

"Are you sure she was an American?" asked the 
lad hoarsely. 

" Why, yes. Reasonably so." 

" And that her name was Ruth ? " 

" That is what I heard her call herself." 

" How old was she ? " 

" About twelve or thirteen, I should say." 

" How long ago was it that you saw her ? " 
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" A little more than four months. Why? Do you 
think you know the young lady ? " 

" I am afraid so," answered Billy. " She may be 
the daughter of my dearest friend, and if so, I too 
can only cry out, ' What shall I do ? "' 



CHAPTER XVI 

LAST RUN OF THE PRIVATEER 

So deeply affected was Billy by the startling bit of 
intelligence that had just come to him, and which he 
felt certain regarded the only child of his benefactor, 
that he could think and talk of nothing else. He 
plied the oflBcer who had seen her with questions, 
listening eagerly to every scrap of information that 
he or any of the others could give regarding the 
Barbaiy pirates, especially those of Tripoli; and 
when the dinner party broke up returned to his own 
room with his brain in a whirl. 

What could he do ? Should he write to Dr. Dean, 
and tell him of what he had just learned ? No, that 
would be too cruel ; for Ruth might, even now, be 
beyond hope of redemption. Besides, it was by no 
means certain that the pobr girl of the slave market 
was Ruth, after all. Even if she were, would not her 
father suffer less in believing her dead than from a 
full knowledge of her fate ? 

He could not apply to the American consul at 

Tripoli for information, because, as he had just 

learned, the Bashaw had driven that oflBcial from the 

city, cut down the American flagstaff, and declared 
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war against the United States, with the hope of ob- 
taining a much greater annual tribute than had here- 
tofore been paid. Oh I If Commodore Dale's stout 
ships were only in the Mediterranean 1 If those 
waters contained but a single American frigate, and 
he were on board of her I If only the brave little 
Unterpriae and her dashing commandef were at hand! 

But what was the use of wishing for impossibili- 
ties ? It was not probable that the American squad- 
ron had even sailed from home as yet ; and if they 
had, of what service could they be to him, a closely 
guarded prisoner, charged with a deadly crime for 
which he was about to be placed on trial? There 
was nothing, nothing, nothing, that he could do, and, 
having reached this conclusion, the poor lad flung 
himself down on his bunk in despair. 

On the following morning V Agile's anchor was 
again lifted, and she stood away for Malta, bearing 
with her as despondent and helpless a prisoner as 
ever trod a deck. Billy was not treated unkindly ; 
on the contrary, he was allowed the freedom of the 
ship, took his meals in the cabin with Hal Blount, 
who had conceived a real liking for the otherwise 
friendless lad, and was so far as possible made to feel 
himself a guest rather than a prisoner. The ugly 
fact of his real position could not, however, be for- 
gotten ; and even the young Englishman's steady 
cheerfulness could not lift the black cloud that hung 
over his companion. 
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This cloud of unhappiness was made still thicker 
and darker on the third day out from Gibraltar, as 
the brig was slowly beating past Cape Gata, by the 
appearance of a large ship standing to the. westward, 
and booming along at a twelve-knot gait under every- 
thing that would draw. As they neared each other, 
the brig displayed a British ensign, and, to the 
amazement of every one on board, the starry banner 
of the United States was flung to the breeze from the 
stranger's mizzen-peak. 

Billy's heart leaped within him at this sight of his 
country's flag, and his eyes filled with tears as he 
gazed at it with unutterable longings. The stranger 
was evidently a war-ship; but what one could she 
be ? For a few minutes our lad was greatly puzzled. 
Then, as the two vessels passed so close that he 
could distinguish the officers on the American's 
quarterdeck politely lifting their caps in answer to 
his frantic wavings, he also read, through a glass, the 
name traced in golden letters under her stern. In 
an instant he knew all about her. She was the 
United States sloop-of-war George Washington^ Cap- 
tain William Bainbridge, which had been sent out 
the year before with the last instalment of tribute 
ever paid by the American government to the Bar- 
bary pirates. Now, after having been compelled to 
submit to repeated indignities, and barely saving his 
ship from seizure by the Dey of Algiers, Captain 
Bainbridge was on his way home with tidings of the 
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outrages committed by the insolent Turks, and their 
general declaration of war against the United States. 

Billy knew all this as soon as he read the frigate's 
name. He knew that she held his own people, and 
was homeward bound. He was as certain as he was 
of his own being, that, if those whom he saw on her 
quarterdeck could be informed of his presence, and 
the danger of his position, the great ship would in- 
stantly be arrested in her homeward flight, not to 
resume it until he was safely on board. And yet he 
was powerless to communicate with them. It was too 
hard! too cruel I The lad could have wept at his 
own impotence. 

Suddenly another thought flashed into his mind. 
Would he go, if he could ? Was not Ruth Dean 
calling upon him for aid at that very moment? 
Though he was not sure that the poor girl seen in 
the slave-market of Tripoli was Ruth, did not his 
duty demand that he make some effort to discover 
her identity? Could he, even if the opportunity 
were offered, leave that part of the world while there 
was the remotest chance of assisting her? Of 
course the probabilities were a thousand to one that 
he might never again hear from her, or be in a posi- 
tion to help her, if, indeed, she were in need of his 
aid; but could he afford to neglect the one chance 
remaining? Certainly not. He might be a prisoner, 
helpless and friendless, but he was not a coward. 
How clearly he now recalled his last words to Dr. 
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Dean : " I will make it my business to hunt the dear 
girl up, as soon as I reach the other side, and see 
that she does not come to harm." That was an ob- 
ligation not lightly to be set aside. 

With his promise fresh in his mind and strength- 
ened by it, though he could not now see any way to 
its fulfilment, our lad heaved a deep sigh, and reso- 
lutely turned away from the alluring sight of the 
fast-receding frigate. 

Midshipman Hal Blount had stood unnoticed close 
behind him, and now, laying a sympathetic hand on 
Billy's shoulder, he said : — 

" It's awfully rough on you, old man. I know just 
how you feel, and I'd give all my hopes of promo- 
tion to be able to signal that ship and put you on 
board. I would, 'pon honor ; but you realize how 
I am placed, and can understand." 

"Yes. I know and I understand," replied the 
young American ; and then, unable to bear longer 
the sight of the vanishing frigate, he abruptly left 
the deck, and fled to his own room, from which he 
did not again emerge that day. 

Not long after this, the brig having made a safe 
run through the Skerki channel, and passed the lofty 
headland of Cape Bon, was laying a course to the 
southward of Pantellaria, when a suspicious-appear- 
ing, felucca-rigged craft was observed creeping out 
from the eastern side of the island and heading 
toward them. 
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The young commander of V Agile regarded her 
for a few minutes uneasily, and then handed his glass 
to Billy, saying: — 

^^ I am afraid that ship means mischief. What do 
you make her out to be, Vance ? " 

" She is flying a white crescent in a red field," 
answered the latter, after a steady look. 

" Just what I thought. A bloody pirate, and she'll 

make short work of us if she catches us, too. If we 

* 

only had the guns you threw overboard at Fayal, 
we'd teach her a lesson ; but, as we haven't, we must 
make a run of it. Just as we ought to be preparing 
for a blow, too, for the glass is falling like sixty. 
However, here goes for a pair of heels." 

With this Hal Blount began to issue his orders ; 
and in another moment every soul on board the brig, 
including Billy Vance and black Dolphus, was hard 
at work loosing and sheeting home her lighter sails, 
until she staggered under a cloud of canvas reaching 
from rail to truck and outspread like enormous wings 
on either side. 

Upon her first appearance of running away, the fe- 
lucca had fired a gun and started in hot pursuit. So 
evenly matched were the two vessels that when dark- 
ness overtook them their relative positions were 
unchanged, though it was evident that with the in- 
creasing strength of the wind, which was now assum- 
ing the proportions of a gale, the Turkish craft was 
carrying her canvas much more easily than the brig. 



LAST RUN OF THE PRIVATEER 136 

With each passing minute the crew of the latter looked 
to see their lofty spars, recently replaced at Gibraltar, 
go by the board, but Hal Blount held grimly on so 
long as a streak of daylight lasted. 

Then he gave the anxiously awaited word to strip 
the brig to her smallest possible working canvas, and 
at the same time altered her course, which had been 
nearly south to west. He did this in the belief that the 
felucca would expect him to stand to the eastward, 
or toward the open sea, rather than toward the land, 
and would accordingly search for him in that direc- 
tion. At the same time he realized the danger of a 
lee shore in the dirty weather promised for the night, 
and, after holding his new course for half an hour, 
put his ship about and began to work back over the 
way he had come. By this time the gale was upon 
them, and by midnight it had assumed the propor- 
tions of a mistral, the most dreaded wind-storm of the 
Mediterranean. Xhe night was black as pitch, the 
blast was bitterly cold, and roared with the voice of 
ten thousand bulls, while the brig seemed to groan 
with agony as she strained and labored amid the great 
seas that incessantly swept her decks. 

An hour or so after midnight the two midshipmen, 
crouched in the lee of a deck-house, hoping against 
hope that their laboring craft might still gain a safe 
oflBng, became aware of a new sound louder even than 
that of the gale, and each clutched at the other's arm 
to attract his attention to it. This was the unmis- 
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takable roar of breakers ; but instead of being under 
their lee, the sound came down the wind. At the same 
time the height of the seas was sensibly decreased. 
What had happened? were they under shelter of an 
island ? would it be possible to anchor ? 

Hal Blount sprang for a lead with which to take 
soundings ; but ere he could lay his hands on it the 
brig struck with such force that every person on 
board was flung violently to the deck, and her fore- 
mast snapped short off, dragging down the main 
topmast as it fell. Lifted on great rollers, she struck 
again and again, each time borne farther in among 
the yeasty waters that snarled and leaped at her like 
wolves with gleaming teeth, until at length she re- 
mained immovable. At the same time she gave no 
sign of breaking up, and after awhile it became evi- 
dent to all on board that the sea was decreasing in 
violence and no longer dealt them such terrible blows 
as at first, though the mistral still roared with una- 
bated fury. 

" I don't understand the situation at all," shouted 
Hal Blount at length ; " but at any rate we seem to be 
safe enough for the present. So I move we go below 
to warm up a bit and get something to eat. Come, 
my men," he added, addressing the crew, who had 
been driven aft by the torrents of water breaking over 
the brig's bows. " There is room enough in the cabin 
for us all, and from this on we must share and share 
aUke." 



CHAPTER XVII 

WEBCKEES OP THE KERKENAH BANK 

The ill-fated brig had swung round upon striking 
and been driven stern first on to the reef, so that 
now, while her forward deck was still swept by the 
in-rolling seas, her after-cabin was dry and uninjured. 
Here, then, the young commander assembled his entire 
ship's company and took counsel with them. First 
he served out a liberal ration of grog, while Dolphus 
produced such food as he could lay hands upon. 

As the cabin lights were still in a condition for 
burning, the place seemed uncommonly snug and 
cheerful in comparison with the storm-swept black- 
ness of the outer night. Under these conditions the 
spirits of those now assembled within it gradually 
rose until they were quite ready to make another 
brave struggle for life. They had fully expected 
death and resigned themselves to meet it; but it 
had passed them by for the moment, and, if their 
stricken craft could hold together until daylight, 
they might possibly elude it, after all. 

When the men were warmed and fed, the young 
commander, still cool and fearless, as became one of 
his race and station, clearly defined their situation 
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as he understood it, and called for an expression of 
opinion on what was best to be done. "I don't 
know just where we are," he said, "but I believe 
somewhere off the coast of Tunis, it may be under 
the lee of a low-lying island. At any rate, there 
seems little chance that our ship will ever float 
again, and it is equally certain that we are in pirate 
waters. If daylight discovers us to the nativeis of 
these parts, we must either fight for our lives, or sub- 
mit to their pleasure, which will be to kill us at once 
or reserve us for slavery. We may find that we still 
have a boat left fit for service, in which case we can 
either run for the land and trust to the mercy of 
those whom we shall meet, or we can make a shift 
to fetch Malta, which must still be some two hun- 
dred miles away. If we do that, we shall run a 
slight chance of falling in with some Christian ship ; 
and a much greater one of being picked up by one 
of the pirates who swarm in these waters. We are 
nine men, all told, with an ample supply of small- 
arms and ammunition, but no great guns with which 
to defend our ship. In stating these facts, and ask- 
ing for your advice, I do so as a young man seeking 
counsel from those older and more experienced than 
himself. At the same time I want it perfectly under- 
stood that I am not attempting to shirk my responsi- 
bility ; nor do I relinquish for an instant the command 
intrusted to me. In whatever course I may be guided 
by your advice or my own judgment, I shall still ex- 
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pect you to follow me and obey my orders with the 
bravery and readiness of true blue British seamen." 

" Hooray ! " shouted the sailors, who had listened 
intently to every word of this speech. 

" We'll stand by you, sir, never fear," cried one. 

" An' wotiver you thinks best to do, sir, is wot we 
likewise thinks best," added another. 

Thanking his men for this display of confidence in 
him, and seeing that nothing in the way of advice 
was to be had from them, Hal Blount turned to 
Billy Vance and asked if he had any suggestion to 
offer. 

" Only that we make what preparations we may, 
for any event, while we still have time for them." 

" Very good advice, and exactly what I propose to 
do," said the young commander. Then he ordered 
that all muskets within reach be collected, cleaned, 
and carefully loaded. Also that a store of provi- 
sions, water, and other necessities for a voyage in 
a small boat be made ready ; and, when these things 
had been done, it only remained for them to await as 
patiently as might be the coming of daylight. 

The earliest gleam of dawn found all hands on 
deck, anxiously impatient to discover their position. 
At first they could see only foam-crested billows 
leaping savagely at the brig from every direction. 
Then, a vast network of reef, rock, and bar, threaded 
by narrow channels, was gradually unfolded, until 
it was incredible that their vessel should have en- 
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tered so far among them without striking, and cer- 
tain that she could never again be extricated from 
their entangling meshes. Finally the open sea ap- 
peared fully a mile distant, and they could trace the 
crooked way up which they had been driven. At 
the same time they made out a large island lying a 
few miles to the southward; and at length discov- 
ered, so far away as to be blue with distance, a moun- 
tain range that they knew must mark the mainland. 

At this, Hal Blount, who had carefully studied his 
charts in the cabin, uttered a shout. " Now I know 
where we are," he cried. " This is the great Kerke- 
nah Bank that extends for nearly fifty miles off shore. 
The land to the southward is Kerkenah Island, and 
that range of mountains is the Sfax. How we got 
here is a mystery, and how we are to get away is 
another." 

The attention of all hands was now turned to the 
condition of their ship, which was pitiable in the ex- 
treme. Her bows had been crushed in by the ham- 
mer of the seas, and were covered with the chaotic 
wreckage of masts and spars. Only the space from 
the mainmast aft was wholly free from water. The 
longboat, stowed amidships, was a total wreck ; while 
one of the quarter boats was also broken beyond hope 
of speedy repair. The other was badly injured ; but 
not hopelessly so, and an attempt to render this craft 
seaworthy was instantly begun. 

After seeing this work well under way the young 
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commander, inviting Billy to accompany him, as- 
cended the main shrouds to the masthead for a com- 
prehensive view and an uninterrupted discussion of 
their situation. 

The sky was leaden, and a fierce blast still swept 
in from the sea. The prospect on all sides was 
dreary and discouraging in the extreme. Still, as 
Hal Blount cheerfully remarked, they might have 
been much worse off than they were. 

" It is God's mercy, Vance, that we did not strike 
on that outer reef," he said ; " for if we had, the ship 
would have been kindling-wood in less than ten 
minutes, and we — well, I doubt if there would have 
been enough of us left to identify. How she reached 
her present berth is one of the mysteries that can 
never be explained. Now, what comes next? Even 
with our boat repaired and launched we could hardly 
hope to thread those reefs in safety, nor could she 
live in the open sea." 

" No," replied Billy. " It is certain that we must 
wait until the gale subsides." 

"And then," interrogated the other, "shall we 
make for that island, for the main, or shall we try 
for Malta?" 

" I am afraid I'm not exactly in a position to ad- 
vise you," replied Billy, soberly; "for to me there 
doesn't seem much to choose between capture by 
pirates, or hanging as one, which is my promised fate 
if you succeed in getting me to Malta." 
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" Nonsense I " cried Hal Blount, " they won't hang 
you for what you did, any more than they will hang 
me for losing this brig. So you may rest easy on 
that score." 

" Then," said Billy, greatly relieved, for until that 
moment he had really considered himself in imminent 
danger of being hanged by the British authorities, 
" I say, make the try for Malta, by all means." 

" I say so too," agreed the other, " and I only hope 
we'll get the chance. But look yonder. If I'm not 
mightily mistaken, there come some chaps who 
will have something to say regarding our future 
movements." 

With this the young Englishman pointed toward 
Kerkenah Island, at the same time handing his glass 
to Billy. 

A single glance through it disclosed to the latter 
two sharp-pointed lateen sails, looking in the dis- 
tance like gulls' wings, approaching them from the 
southward. 

The keen-eyed wreckers of the great Tunisian 
bank had already discovered the stranded vessel, and 
were descending upon this heaven-sent spoil of the 
sea like vultures upon a stricken quarry. 

" Those chaps are mighty good sailors, pirates or 
no pirates," observed Billy, as he critically noted the 
handling of the oncoming boats. 

" There's no doubt of that," admitted Hal Blount, 
" and what else they are we shall very soon find out. 
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There's one thing certain, though : they can't come 
aboard this ship without fighting for the privilege 5 
so let's go and prepare to receive them." 

With this the two midshipmen made their way to 
the deck, from which the lateen sails were still invis- 
ible, and reported their discovery. 

" It will be a couple of hours yet before they can 
get here," said Hal Blount, "and work on that boat 
must continue till the very last minute." 

While the crew hastened their labor of getting 
the little craft, on which all their hopes of safety 
were now centred, ready for sea, Hal and Billy 
brought up arms and ammunition from the cabin. At 
the same time Dolphus, who had succeeded in re- 
covering his stove from the galley, continued his 
preparations for a meal as though nothing else were 
of importance. 

Of course many an anxious glance was cast toward 
the rapidly approaching sails ; but until the word to 
"knock off" was given, not a man slighted his 
appointed task to watch them. 

Finally, when the boats were so close that each 
could be seen to contain a dozen men, black-bearded, 
swart-faced, and armed with long-barrelled guns, all 
hands were ordered to take stations to repel boarders, 
and Hal Blount fired a musket toward the approach- 
ing craft, as a hint that their presence was not 
desired. 

Instead of discouraging the pirates, this shot had 
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exactly the opposite effect, since it was almost an 
assurance that the brig had no big guns with which 
to oppose them. At the same time it notified them 
that resistance was to be expected, and the boats 
immediately separated, making wide sweeps, so as to 
approach the wreck simultaneously from opposite 
sides. They then bore down on her, at the same 
time opening fire from both directions. 

At the first shot, Hal Blount ordered his men to 
takQ shelter behind the bulwarks, but he remained 
standing, so as to command a full view of the situa- 
tion. Suddenly he uttered a great cry, and stagger- 
ing forward, with hands pressed against his side, fell 
to the deck. In an instant Billy Vance had sprung 
to his assistance. 

"Don't mind me, Vance," said the wounded lad 
faintly. "Take command, and beat the beggars 
off." 

" Hold your fire, men," cried Billy ; " we have only 
five shots left, and every one must tell. Wait till 
they are close alongside. Now — give it to the star- 
board boat." 

At this the eight muskets rang out as one, and a 
crashing volley was poured among the crowding 
figures in the nearest boat, who had risen to their 
feet to spring aboard. The effect was terrible, but 
the brig^s defenders had no time to note it, for the 
second boat was also alongside, and the fierce faces 
of its crew were already appearing above the rail. 
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Snatching an extra musket, Bill fired at the first of 
these, and it disappeared with a scream of agony. 

Armed with cutlasses, the brig's people rushed for- 
ward in a body, and a fierce hand-to-hand struggle 
was begun. After the first rush, Billy Vance had 
no clear conception of what was taking place. He 
only knew that he was slashing right and left with 
all his might, nerved by a fury that seemed to fill his 
arms with muscles of steel. All at once he found 
himself confronted by a huge Turk, who was striking 
at him savagely with a great curved scimitar. The 
young American knew nothing of the art of fence, 
and would surely have been cut down had he not 
slipped and fallen. As he did so, he caught a glimpse 
of cruelly gleaming eyes, and of the flashing scimitar 
uplifted for its fatal blow. 

At that moment black Dolphus, seeing his peril, 
launched himself head foremost like a catapult at 
the exulting Turk, catching him in the pit of the 
stomach, and hurling him breathless ten feet away. 
Ere the Mussulman could recover, Dolphus was again 
upon him and had run him through the body with 
the keen-edged carving-knife that he had chosen as 
the weapon best suited to his experience. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THROUGH THE BREAKERS OP DEATH 

With the fall of their leader, — for such the big 
Turk, who had been fii-st butted, and then spitted by 
Dolphus, proved to be, — the wreckers lost heart and 
gave way, scrambling madly for their boats, with the 
brig's defenders close at their heels. Some of them 
leaped overboard in their panic, while such as were 
too badly wounded to join in the flight were de- 
spatched and flung after the othe«s by the infuriated 
sailors. Of the brig's crew, one had been killed dur- 
ing the struggle, and all bore bloody traces of its 
severity. 

As the pirate craft hastily shoved off, a few musket 
shots were fired after them, and it was not until they 
had pulled beyond range, that the brig's people began 
to think of their own hurts. 

Billy Vance, finding himself once more placed in 
command of the vessel with which his fortunes had 
become so strangely linked, gave his first attention 
to the young Englishman, whom he had come to 
regard as a dear friend. Hastening to where Hal 
Blount lay, he was dismayed to find that he had 
&binted from loss of blood, and was to all appearance 
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dead. Calling Dolphus to his assistance, the two 
bore the wounded lad below, and into the captain's 
stateroom, of which Hal had taken possession on 
assuming command. Here they used every effort to 
restore him to consciousness, but without avail. After 
an examination of the ghastly wound through which 
the sufferer's life-blood was draining, Billy had not 
entertained any hope, while as they deposited their 
burden, Dolphus muttered half aloud : — 

" Two mans already die in dat ar bunk, an' dey was 
boun' to be one mo', afore de v'y'ge come to hits end." 

After awhile the young American returned to the 
deck, leaving the negro to watch beside the wounded 
lad. He found the sailors attending to their own 
hurts, and casting watchful glances at the pirates, 
who had hauled up on a sand-pit half a mile away. 
As Billy looked in that direction, a column of black 
smoke rose from the place where the pirates were 
gathered. In a moment it was smothered, and then 
allowed to reappear, — an operation that was again 
repeated a minute later, after which no more smoke 
was seen. 

" It is evidently a signal," said Billy, approaching 
the group of sailors, " and probably intended to sum- 
mon assistance. In which case it is more than likely 
that, before many hours are passed, we shall again be 
attacked, and by an overwhelming force. Under the 
circumstances, what do you men think we ought to 
do?" 
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"What does Mr. Blount say?" asked one of the 
sailors. 

"He is not capable of saying anything," replied 
Billy, sadly, "and I fear he will never speak again." 

" Do you mean that he is dead, sir ? " 

"No. But I believe he is dying." 

For a moment the sailors whispered together. 
Then he who acted as their spokesman said : — 

" We'd like to look at the captain, sir, if you don't 
mind." 

" Certainly you may," replied Billy. " I was about 
to ask you to do so, with the hope that you might 
suggest something for his relief." 

So the little company went below, and, with uncov- 
ered heads, filed silently into the chamber of death. 
A single glance from each at the white face and 
closed eyes of their young commander was sufficient ; 
and as they tiptoed heavily away, more than one 
brawny hand was swiftly brushed across a moistened 
cheek. 

" Well," said Billy, as they regained the deck, " is 
there anything to be done?" 

" I'm afeared not for him, sir." 

" What, then, for ourselves ? " 

" We'd like to hear from you, sir." 

"Do you mean that you will obey my orders? 
Remember that I am an American." 

" Americans and British are all of one blood, sir, 
(especially when it comes to fighting black pirates like 
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them yonder; and you being a hofficer, it's only right 
as you should take the lead." 

" Very good," replied Billy, " I will do the best I 
can. At the same time I give you fair warning that 
I don't believe any one of us has the slightest chance 
of escaping with his life. Still, we won't give in 
until we have to, and the first thing I want you to 
do is to eat as hearty a meal as ever you can ; for 
there's no knowing when we may have a chance at 
another. Then finish repairing that boat, and get her 
into the water as quickly as possible. In the mean 
time keep a sharp lookout on those pirate chaps, and 
let me know if they make a move." 

Having given these instructions, Billy again went 
below, to relieve Dolphus and send him on deck. 

Never had our lad passed so solemn an hour as 
the one that followed ; and, while he sat gazing at 
the placid face before him, his thoughts were such 
as only come to one in the first flush of life, when 
brought face to face with death. At the beginning 
of that hour Hal Blount was still faintly breathing ; 
at its end the brave young heart had ceased to beat ; 
but when the released spirit took its flight the lonely 
watcher never knew. In fact, he did not realize that 
the angel of death had stood beside him in that nar- 
row room, until Dolphus came to bring him food, 
and report several more lateen sails as visible from 
the masthead. 

At that moment Billy could not eat, and so, after 



160 IN PIRATE WATERS 

first covering the dead form of his friend with a 
British ensign that he found in the brig's flag locker, 
he hurried on deck. There he found the boat ready- 
to launch, and the men anxiously awaiting his ap- 
pearance. First he bade them go below for a last 
look at their young commander, while he went aloft 
with his glass. 

The two pirate boats that had made the attack of 
a few hours before still lay beside the sand-bar from 
which their crews had sent up a signal. Beyond 
them were half a dozen more of the wicked-looking 
lateen sails still some miles away, but hastening in 
the direction of their friends. The gale had sensibly 
abated, and before leaving his post of observation, 
our young navigator made a careful study of the 
channel up which the brig had been driven, and 
by which he was now planning to escape. Having 
charted on his memory every turn of the tortuous 
waterway, he descended to the deck, where he found 
a very sober-faced group of sailormen awaiting him. 

" Now, men," he cried, " get that boat overboard. 
Put in provisions, water, and arms. There won't be 
room for anything else. Then get into her your- 
selves, and by that time I will be ready to join you." 

With this Billy hastened below, and made his way 
to the brig's magazine, which was located directly 
beneath the cabin floor. Here he stove in the head 
of a small keg of powder, poured its contents on the 
floor, and into them thrust one end of a slow match 
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that would bum for ten minutes. Regaining the 
cabin, he found a general chart of the Mediterranean, 
a chronometer, sextant, and nautical almanac, all of 
which he carried on deck. 

The boat was already launched and stowed, and 
the men were taking their places in her as he ap- 
peared. On the other hand, the pirates, joined by 
the friends whom they had summoned, were getting 
under way. There was no time to be lost, and bid- 
ding his men wait for him a minute longer, Billy 
returned to the cabin. First he stepped into the 
captain's stateroom, and drew a corner of the flag 
from the face of his dead friend. " Good-bye, Hal 
Blount," he said softly; "you were a brave fellow 
whom I am glad to have known, and I shall never 
forget you. Good-bye, old man I " 

Then he gently replaced the crimson covering, 
tucked it about the motionless form as though the 
latter were that of a sleeping child, and, with tear- 
dimmed eyes, turned from the room that had wit- 
nessed so much of suffering and tragedy. 

Taking a lighted candle, he again entered the 
magazine, where the dropping of the tiniest spark 
would have blown him into eternity, and, with steady 
hand, applied its flame to the match already prepared. 
He watched until the deadly fuse was well aglow, 
and then made his way with all speed to the deck. 

The brig's crew were impatiently awaiting him, 
the lateen sails of the pirates were already headed 
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toward the wreck, and as the lad swung himself 
lightly into the tossing boat it was shoved off. For 
a few minutes the little craft, impelled by the lusty 
arms of the four strongest among the sailors, was 
hidden behind the stranded hulk, and when it finally 
shot into view of the pirates it had gained a good 
quarter of a mile. The moment it was seen a chorus 
of fierce yells broke from the oncoming feluccas, 
and they were instantly headed in pursuit. 

Now came Billy's moment of greatest anxiety, 
and he watched every move of the pirates with the 
intentness of one whose life hangs in a balance. 
If all the murderous craft should persist in follow- 
ing the chase, there was no more hope for the fugi- 
tives than for a hare running in the open before a 
pack of hounds ; but if any should turn aside to 
board the wreck, there might still be a chance of 
escape. He had not told his companions of what 
he had done, and now, at the sight of the swift- 
sailing feluccas swarming after them, they were in- 
clined to relax their efforts in despair, but the young 
American urged them on. 

" Don't give up yet I " he cried. " We have still 
a chance, and it would be cowardly to throw it away. 
There I Look I One of them has turned toward 
the brig. There goes another and another. Pull, 
men I pull for your lives I " 

It was even as the lad had said. First one of the 
pursuing craft, moved by cupidity and eager for the 
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looting of the wreck, turned in that direction ; others 
quickly followed, until but two held to the chase. 

With blanched face at the thought of what he 
hoped might happen, and yet dreaded to see, Billy 
Vance watched the feluccas swiftly approach the 
brig. One after another he saw them range along- 
side, saw the brown sails drop like folding wings, and 
saw the swart crews swarm on deck. For an eternity 
of seconds he ceased to breathe, and his heart stopped 
its beating. 

Then it came : an awful burst of lurid flame leap- 
ing toward the heavens, a stunning crash, a horrid 
vision of human forms hurled in the air, and a black, 
slowly spreading pall of smoke that covered every- 
thing. 

" Oh, my God 1 " gasped one of the sailors. 

"Pull, men, pulll" cried Billy Vance, fiercely. 
"Our one chance of escape is offered, and now or 
never we must accept it." 



CHAPTER XIX 

LYING LOW, BUT CAUGHT AT LAST 

The explosion by which a score of the Tunisian 
sea-wolves had been blown to fragments momen- 
tarily paralyzed those who remained. With its 
numbing shock the two boats that had continued the 
pursuit seemed lost to control. They flew into the 
wind, with their brown sails shivering, as though in 
terror, and lay so for several minutes. Then, as the 
pall of smoke slowly drifted to leeward of the place 
where the wreck had been, they stood back to the 
rescue of such survivors as might still be picked up. 

In the mean time the fugitives, animated by the 
words of their young leader, were bending to their 
oars with a new courage, that rapidly increased the 
distance between them and those who had sought 
their lives. 

As for Billy Vance, now that his self-imposed but 
dreadful task was accomplished, he sank back in the 
stem sheets of the boat, weak and faint with a reac- 
tion from the nervous strain of the last few hours. 
He had eaten nothing that day, and when Dolphus 
brought him food he at first refused, then eagerly 
devoured it. 
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The dusk of another night was enfolding the 
wrecked men by the time they reached the end of the 
channel leading to the open sea, and were confronted 
by a heaving waste of leaden waters. The infuriated 
Turks had again set forth in pursuit, and with the 
last of the fading light their sharp-pointed sails could 
be seen glancing swiftly down the channel that they 
knew so well, but through which the fugitives had 
been compelled to pick their way with the utmost 
caution. 

If the latter remained where they were under 
the slight shelter of the last outlying bank, they 
would certainly be overtaken and killed ; on the other 
hand, it seemed hardly possible that their small over- 
crowded boat could outlive the pending hours of dark- 
ness on the troubled sea outspread before them. Still, 
the gale had decidedly moderated, the waves no longer 
ran so high as they had earlier in the day, and a vent- 
ure among them formed the sole visible chance of 
escape. 

" It is all we can do," said Billy, as he gave orders 
for stepping the boat's mast and setting its small sail. 
" Those fellows behind us rank among the best sailors 
of the world. They know these waters better than 
they know anything else, and if they catch us, they will 
undoubtedly put us to death by slow torture. Let us 
then trust ourselves to the mercy of the sea rather 
than fall into their hands." 

" Aye, aye, sir," answered several of the men. 
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Then the little boat plunged bi-avely into the outer 
darkness, and began a sturdy breasting of Ihe tall 
waves, by which it was tossed to and fro like the 
veriest cockle-shell. To be caught in a trough of 
that sea would mean to be rolled over and over like 
a bottle; consequently every effort was directed 
toward keeping the frail craft head on, and right 
side up. So only the most experienced among the 
sailors were allowed to steer and trim sheet; while 
the others lay in the bottom to keep the centre of 
gravity as low as possible and take turns at bailing. 

It was a terrible night, and long before it was ended 
some of the men were completely exhausted, while the 
strength of the others was well-nigh spent. At first, 
and for several hours, they watched anxiously for 
their pursuers, and fancied they saw in each darkly 
outlined wave-crest the ominous peak of a lateen. At 
length, however, these fears were allayed, and gave 
way to a sense of their own misery, which they ex- 
pressed with bitter words and loud murmurings. A 
portion of these were directed against Billy Vance, 
but the young American took no note of them other 
than to redouble his efforts at cheer and encourage- 
ment. Sometime after midnight he discovered the 
faint twinkle of a star, and pointed it out as a joyful 
sign that the foul weather was passing. Then came 
another and another, each hailed with gladness, until 
finally a large area of the heavens was cleared of its 
clouds, and the course of the boat could be directed 
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with certainty. By ttis time, too, the sea had so 
subsided that there was no longer any danger of 
swamping, and the exhausted crew were enabled to 
obtain brief snatches of sleep. 

When this respite was allowed, the soundest sleeper 
of all was black Dolphus, who, as a cook rather than 
a sailor, felt no responsibility regarding the handling 
of the boat, and was also fully convinced that Billy's 
skill as a navigator would carry them safely through 
their present difficulties. His only growl was made 
when aroused by daylight and he realized how poor 
a breakfast he would be able to serve without the aid 
of a fire. The others were already anxiously scan- 
ning the ever-widening space of sea behind them, with 
a dread of discovering the pursuing sails of the Ker- 
kenah wreckers. With each minute, however, their 
spirits rose, for none was in sight, nor could they dis- 
cover any trace of the coast from which they had come. 

Suddenly all were attracted by a shout from Dol- 
phus, who was standing in the bow of the boat, star- 
ing ahead as intently as they had looked astern. 

" Dar's a place whar we all kin Ian' and make a 
fiah, Marse Vance," he cried. " Look like a island, 
but I reckon hit big enough for all de operations ob 
de cookin', seein' as we only wants to make coffee 
an' scramble up a mess ob 'scouse." 

Instantly the others were on their feet, gazing 
eagerly in the direction indicated by the negro. 
Sure enough, there was a blue point that could be 
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nothing but land, rising sharply from the surround- 
ing waters. It was still dim with distance, but it 
lay directly in their course, and one of the sailors 
declared it must be the heights of Yaletta on the 
island of Malta. 

"No," said Billy, "that can't be; for even the 
brig could not have brought us within sight of Malta 
in the time we have been out. It may be Lampe- 
dusia, and probably is, since that bit of rock lifts 
itself four hundred feet above the sea, and can be 
sighted for a long distance. In that case, though, 
instead of attempting to land, even for breakfast, 
we must give it a wide berth; for I don't believe 
the wild fishermen occupying it would give us any 
better reception than the pirates we have just left 
behind. Of course I have never been here before, 
and can't speak from experience, but Mr. Blount 
said that these were pirate waters, in which every 
man who had not proved himself a friend must be 
regarded as an enemy." 

" The captain'a right," agreed one of the men. 
" I've heard enough about the bloody pirates of these 
parts to be willing to steer clear of 'em, and to eat 
every breakfast of my life without cooking, rather 
than run afoul of them weak-handed." 

So, with a sigh of resignation, Dolphus served a 
meal of hard biscuit, raw salt pork, and water, which 
was eaten with gusto and declared good by the 
hungry sailors. 
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After breakfast Billy produced his chart, pointed 
out to his companions the exact spot where he be- 
lieved them to be at that moment, and cheered them 
greatly by declaring that, if they could hold their 
present rate of sailing for twenty-four hours longer, 
another sunrise ought to reveal to them the high 
lands of Malta. 

Some of the men talked happily of what they 
would do, and of the good times they would have 
with the comrades whom they expected to meet in 
that British outpost ; but neither Billy nor Dolphus 
could quite share these pleasant anticipations. In 
fact, a dread of the charge hanging over them was 
still so great, that the former pledged the other 
occupants of the boat to secrecy regarding it. He 
also gained from each a promise to say, if questioned, 
that the Americans had been held as prisoners aboard 
the French privateer, which was strictly true. 

Of course Billy could make no plans as to his 
own movements when they should reach Malta, but 
hoped in some way to return to Gibraltar, and there 
await the American squadron to which he was 
attached. At the same time Dolphus declared his 
intention of following the young midshipman wher- 
ever he should go, until given the opportunity of 
enlisting aboard an American man-of-war destined to 
operate against the Barbary pirates, for whom the 
black man entertained a bitter hatred. 

So the shipwrecked sailoiB talked and planned. 
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while their little boat sped merrily onward before 
a favoring breeze until they were nearly abreast the 
island of Lampedusia, though several miles to the 
southward. 

About this time some one discovered a sail that 
had apparently come from the island, standing to 
the westward. 

"I am glad that craft is not coming our way," 
said Billy ; " for she might prove unpleasant on 
close acquaintance." 

Hardly had the lad spoken when the stranger 
was seen to put about, and lay a course that would 
almost certainly intercept their own should they 
continue as they were. 

" Down sail, unstop the mast, and lie low I " ordei'ed 
Billy, promptly. " She may pass without sighting 
us, and, at any rate, we must give her every chance 
to do so." 

So the boat remained motionless on the sparkling 
waters ; while her crew, peering over a gunwale, 
watched anxiously the movements of the stranger. 
They even whispered hoarsely to one another in 
commenting on her appearance, as though fearful 
lest the sound of their voices should attract atten- 
tion. 

From the first her square sails forward and great 
after lateen showed her to be a large felucca, and 
after awhile Billy, who was scanning her through a 
glass, declared his belief that she was the very 
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corsair from which the brig had run two days 
before. 

Still, he, together with the others, hoped she would 
pass without noticing them, which she would have 
done had she held the tack on which she was then 
standing for half an hour longer. But some irre- 
sistible fate seemed to draw her toward them, and 
the fugitives uttered a groan of dismay as the 
felucca again came about and stood in their direction. 
She was only beating to the southward with short 
boards; but seemed to be searching the sea as a 
hound, at fault, quarters a field in quest of scent. 
Now they watched her with a keener anxiety than 
ever ; for if she should again go about, before reach- 
ing a point from which they would be seen, they 
might still escape discovery ; but if she did not, they 
would be very apt to attract her attention. 

So they waited in silence, crouching as low as pos- 
sible, until they could distinguish the grinning can- 
non in her ports, and human figures on her lofty poop. 
They could discern the white water curling from her 
sharp prow, and seemed to hear the singing of the 
wind through her taut rigging. From her masthead 
streamed the crescent flag of the Barbary pirates, 
and those in the boat ground their teeth at sight of 
the cruel emblem. 

^^ Hurrah I She is again putting about, and we are 
safe." ' The shipwrecked sailors almost shouted their 
joy, at sight of the fluttering sails and sound of the 
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creaking yards. Then*1;heir exultation was changed 
to despair; for, instead of standing away, close 
hauled, the felucca rounded sharply to, and headed 
directly for the motionless boat. They had been 
discovered at the final moment, and their enemy was 
upon them. 



CHAPTER XX 

MAHOMET SOUS, THE PIBATB 

As there was no longer any occasion for conceal- 
ment, the occupants of the boat relieved their con- 
strained positions, by sitting up and watching moodily 
the approach of the felucca. So swiftly did she come 
that in less than five minutes she had swept past 
them, tossing their craft aside on the wave rolling 
from her bow, and shot into the wind within easy 
hail. Her rail was crowded with dark faces that 
regarded them with scowling curiosity. For a full 
minute they were thus observed in silence. Then a 
white-robed figure on the felucca's afterdeck com- 
manded in broken but understandable English : — 

" Come closer." 

" We might as well obey without hesitation," said 
Billy Vance; "for they could, if they chose, blow 
us out of the water with a single shot." 

So the sailors sullenly got out their oars and re- 
luctantly pulled alongside the pirate. 

" Throw a line," was tbe next command, and this 
was also done. 

"Who are you?" asked the captain of the felucca, 
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whom Billy afterwards found to be named Mahomet 
Sous. 

*' Answer," whispered the young American to the 
man who sat nearest him. 

"Shipwrecked British sailors,*' replied this indi- 
vidual. 

" Which is your captain ? *' 

The man pointed to Billy. 

" Let him come aboard.'* 

The end of a rope was lowered, our lad knotted it 
about him, and was drawn up the felucca's side. 
Reaching the deck, he was led aft to where the cap- 
tain awaited him. 

" What was your ship, where was she wrecked, 
and when ? ** demanded Mahomet Sous. 

" The brig V Affile^ lost in the gale of two days ago, 
on the Kerkenah Bank," replied Billy. 

" Was not that the brig I chased ? " 

" We were chased by a felucca,*' was the evasive 
reply. 

" And chose to wreck your vessel rather than to 
let me have her. For that shall you suffer." 

" I had nothing to do with it, for I was not her 
commander," argued Billy. 

" Who was ? " 

" An officer of the British navy." 

" Where is he now ? '* 

" Dead." 

*' Who killed him?** 
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" Some bank pirates who attacked us." 

" Ha I that accounts for the wounds of your crew. 
The men of the bank should have killed you all for 
daring to resist them. Why did they let you go ? " 

*' They chose rather to stay with the wreck." 

" Greedy swine I So, on the death of your captain 
you came into command of all who were not killed? 
You then are also a British officer ? " 

" I am not. I am an American." 

A gleam shot athwart Mahomet Sous' swart face. 
*' An American in British service ? " he asked. 

"No, an American in the naval service of the 
United States." 

A sneer appeared on the thin lips of the Turk. 

" I was a prisoner on the brig when it was captured 
and ordered to Malta by a British cruiser, and I now 
demand that we be allowed to continue our voyage 
without further delay." 

An ugly look glittered in the eyes of Mahomet 
Sous, and he appeared about to make an ugly reply 
to these bold words ; but restraining himself with a 
visible effort he said calmly : — 

" It is not always wise to make demands, but in 
this case yours shall be granted, and you shall be 
allowed to continue your voyage. But Malta lies 
at a great distance, and to sail so far in so small a 
boat would endanger your lives. I, then, for the sake 
of my friendship with all Christian people, will carry 
you in my ship ; at the same time there is no room 
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for the boat, which must be left behind. Speak, then, 
to your men, and let them hand up everything that 
is in it. After that they, too, may come on board in 
peace.'* 

" Do you mean," asked Billy, doubtfully, " that you 
will carry us to Malta and land us there in safety?" 

^^ What I have said I have said," replied Mahomet 
Sous, gravely, " and by the beard of the Prophet, I 
swear to perform what I have promised. Hasten 
then, for we are losing time." 

So Billy, still suspicious of the Turk's sincerity, 
but not knowing what else to do, leaned over the 
rail and spoke to his companions. He told them that 
the captain of the felucca had consented to carry 
them to Malta, where he doubtless expected to be 
well paid by the British authorities for so doing. 
He could not take their boat, which he therefore pro- 
posed to turn adrift, but was willing for them to place 
on board the felucca everything that it contained, 
and if they would first pass up its contents, they 
would be allowed to follow them. 

*' Do you think the old thief will keep his word, 
Mr. Vance ? " asked one of the men. 

" He has sworn to do so by the beard of the Prophet, 
which, I believe, is the most sacred of Mussulman 
oaths," replied Billy. "At any rate, as we are in 
no position to resist, we may as well appear to trust 
him." 

With this the shipwrecked men began to strip 
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their boat of what it contained, and hand everything, 
including arms, nautical instruments, provisions, and 
cask of water, up the side of the felucca. 

" The pars and sail may as well be saved," sug- 
gested Mahomet Sous, as he stood beside the young 
American, watching the transfer. 

So these things were also passed up, and the boat 
was empty save for her crew, who waited for a rope 
to be thrown them. 

In the mean time the sails of the felucca were 
being trimmed, and she was gathering slow head- 
way. 

Suddenly Mahomet Sous drew his curved scimitar, 
and, with a quick blow, severed the rope by which 
the boat was towing, so that she began to drop 
astern. For an instant her occupants failed to real- 
ize what had happened, and stood gazing dumbly 
upwards. Then, as the knowledge that they were 
being helplessly cast adrift without food or water, 
burst upon them, they began to utter yells and 
curses of rage, while some even tried to dig their 
fingers into the sides of the moving vessel as she 
slipped past. 

Billy Vance, horrified by the Turk's treacherous 
act, sprang aft with an impulsive but fruitless effort 
to fling a rope to his recent comrades. Then he 
darted back and seized a pair of oars, which he pro- 
posed to throw overboard, in the hope that the men 
in the boat might pick them up. In this attempt he 
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was frustrated by two of the felucca's crew, who at 
a nod from their captain snatched them from him. 

At this the young American, his face white with 
rage, turned furiously upon Mahomet Sous. 

" How dare you do such a thing? " he cried. " Is 
a Mussulman's oath but an idle breath ? Do you not 
know that the British will make you suflfer sweetly 
for this cowardly act?" 

"I dare do anything," replied the Turk, "and an 
oath by the beard of the Prophet is sacred. In what 
have I broken my word ? Those men are at liberty to 
continue their voyage. I shall not interfere. They 
might also have come aboard this ship in peace, had 
they chosen to do so ; but they did not, and I was in 
a hurry. I could not wait always. I said I would 
carry you in my ship. Am I not doing as I said ? 
As for those British, I have not harmed a hair of 
their heads, nor taken aught from them. What was 
in their boat they gave me of their own will, and 
with their own hands. If they wish it back, they 
have but to ask, and it is theirs." 

" Then I ask, and demand that you give me those 
oars and the sail," cried Billy. 

" You ? They are not yours. They belong to the 
British, while you are an American. From your 
own lips have I heard it." 

"Yes, I am an American, and by Heaven the 
Americans shall make you pay dearly for this day's 
work. Even now are American war-ships on their 
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way to these waters to punish you black pirates for 
your countless outrages against the weak and help- 
less. Oh ! If I can only live to see them come ! " 

" You lie, dog of a Christian ! " snarled Mahomet 
Sous. "The Americans have no warnships, and if 
they had, they would not know how to use them. 
They are cowards and slaves, who buy peace with 
money, but dare not fight for it. The Turk kicks 
them, and spits upon them, and they only pay him 
more money for doing it. Bah! Let them send 
their ships. We will take them and fill them with 
men. As for you, you unlicked whelp of a dog, a 
prisoner and a slave you have been, and a slave you 
shall be to the end of your days. Take him away, 
for his presence annoys me.'* 

At this the two stalwart sailors who had been 
standing quietly by sprang forward, and, roughly 
seizing Billy, dragged him to the main hatch where 
they bundled him into the hold. There they clapped 
him into irons, chained him to a stout stanchion, and 
left him to his own melancholy thoughts. 

Of all the misfortunes that had overtaken our 
*young midshipman since setting forth from Phila- 
delphia to enjoy his first leave of absence, this seemed 
the greatest. He did not so much mind being a 
prisoner, for he had become used to that ; but to be 
the slave of a Barbary corsair was a condition to 
which the poor lad looked forward with horror. 
He did not know to which of the pirate states his 
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present captors belonged, and so had no idea whether 
he was being carried to Tripoli, Tunis, Algiers, or 
Morocco. It did not make any diflEerence, though, 
since one of them was doubtless as bad as another. 

Yes it did. Was it not Tripoli of which the 
English officer had spoken as Hal Blount's dinner? 
To be sure it was ; and if Ruth Dean were indeed 
a captive among the African pirates, it was in Tripoli 
that she would be found. Therefore he hoped he 
was being carried toward that city, rather than to 
any other African port. 

He tried to gain some information on the subject 
from the surly guard, who twice a day brought the 
portion of sour black bread that formed his sole 
food while on board the felucca, but could not 
induce him to utter a word. 

So, for three days and nights, he remained in 
ignorance of his destination, utterly devoid of em- 
ployment for his time, and without hearing the 
sound of a voice. The third weary day was dragging 
toward its close, when, to his unutterable relief, he 
became aware that the motion of the vessel had 
ceased, and a minute later he heard the unmistakable 
sounds of anchoring. His melancholy voyage had 
at length ended, and now something must happen. 
For an hour longer he waited in anxious expectancy. 
Then his guard came, released him from his shackles, 
and led him on deck. 

Although the sun was setting, its light was still so 
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great that the prisoner's unaccustomed eyes could 
not bear it for several minutes. When at length he 
could venture to use them, he found that the felucca 
was anchored in the capacious harbor of a large and 
strongly fortified city. Many other vessels lay close 
at hand, small boats sped in every direction over the 
dimpled waters, shrill cries in a strange tongue filled 
the air, and beyond the white walls of the city, 
stretching as far as the eye could reach, were groves 
of palms, olives, lemons, and oranges. Close at hand 
stood Mahomet Sous curiously regarding his prisoner. 
" Well, slave," he said at length, " is the sight of 
Tripoli pleasing, or does its warlike aspect cause thy 
coward Christian heart to tremble ? " 



CHAPTER XXI 

^^EAT, SLAVE, AND AMUSE THE LADIES*' 

So it was Tripoli, after all, to which our hero's 
strange adventures had led him. Certainly no place 
on earth had been farther from his thoughts, when he 
started on the eventful journey that here found its 
end. He had striven with all his might to go in an 
opposite direction; but an irresistible chain of cir- 
cumstances had forced him onwards until he had at 
length reached the chief stronghold of the Barbary 
pirates. Was it blind fate or an over-ruling Provi- 
dence that had brought him, in spite of his struggles, 
and against his will, to this place ? 

Was Ruth Dean imprisoned behind those grim 
walls, and had he been sent to her rescue? It 
seemed incredible that the girl who had so recently 
been his playmate and friend thousands of miles 
away could now be in Tripoli. Yet such a thing was 
possible, and the lad gazed curiously at the strange 
details of minaret and terrace, mosque and dome, the 
massive walls of the Bashaw's castle, and the close- 
huddled, flat-topped houses, as though in hope of 
locating the object of his thoughts. 

But even though Ruth should be there and in 
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direst distress, what could he do to aid her? Was 
any one in all the world more helpless than he at 
that moment? He did not believe so; and, filled 
with despair at the hopelessness of his situation, the 
lad heaved a deep sigh. 

These unhappy meditations, occupying but a few 
seconds of time, were rudely interrupted by a sting- 
ing blow in the face, and the harsh voice of Mahomet 
Sous exclaiming : — 

"Answer, slave, when your master questions. 
What think you of Tripoli ? " 

Smarting under the insult of the blow, Billy 
answered boldly: "It looks to me like a city of 
cowards, who would dare to fight only behind stout 
walls." 

"Son of a race of slaves, it is evident that you 
know well the nature of cowards," retorted the Turk, 
angrily; "but let your grovelling countrymen dare 
show themselves in these waters, and it will be quickly 
proved who are the cowards. Why, you beardless 
dog of an infidel, know you not that any one of 
yonder batteries could blow your entire navy from 
the water? Also, with this ship alone, I would 
gladly undertake to capture the heaviest frigate in 
the world, if she were manned only by Americans. 
But, alas! They will never fight so long as they 
can save their skins by the payment of money." 

After this outbreak, Mahomet Sous descended into 
a small boat, which Billy was compelled to aid in 
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rowing ashore. At the landing a retinue of slaves 
surrounding a splendidly caparisoned horse, and a 
wretched-looking donkey, having neither saddle nor 
bridle, awaited them. There was also a throng of 
spectators. The slaves prostrated themselves before 
their master and uttered cries of welcome in which 
the populace joined. Then the corsair captain 
mounted his horse, while Billy was made to sit 
astride the donkey, with his face to its tail, and the 
triumphal procession began to thread the narrow 
streets of the city. 

Two soldiers, armed with sticks, led the way, and 
beat aside the people, shouting : " Make way for 
Mahomet Sous I Make way for the great captain I 
Look well upon him, and upon his American slave, 
sole survivor of a mighty war-ship recently destroyed 
by his Highness. Make way I Make way I " 

A black slave led the donkey on which poor Billy 
was seated, and another, who beat the beast unmer^ 
cif uUy, brought up the rear. The Tripolitans, greet- 
ing their sea hero with shouts of joy, willingly made 
way for him to pass ; but they crowded close about 
the captive who followed, jeering at him, heaping 
curses on his head, pelting him with mud, throwing 
dust in his face, spitting at him, and inflicting every 
other indignity within their power. They would 
gladly have killed him by tearing him, limb from 
limb, had they been allowed to do so ; and as the 
young American gazed at the frantic throng leaping 
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and howling about him, he fully believed that his 
last hour had come. But he passed the trying 
ordeal in safety, and finally found himself in an 
open courtyard enclosed on three sides by the low 
shed-like buildings in which Mahomet Sous kept his 
slaves and horses, together with stores of grain and 
a vast amount of miscellaneous plunder taken from 
captured vessels. The third side of the square was 
bounded by the rear wall of the dwelling in which 
were a number of narrow slits that served as win- 
dows. 

Here our forlorn lad was for a time left to his own 
devices. The place was filled with slaves, some of 
whom were cooking over small open fires, while 
othera were caring for the animals whose quarters 
they shared, but all were talking and laughing. At 
first they gazed curiously at the newcomer and com- 
mented freely on his appearance, but after awhile 
he ceased to attract attention so long as he remained 
quiet. If he so much as raised a hand, however, all 
eyes were instantly turned upon him and his every 
movement was keenly noted. Discovering this, Billy 
sat for nearly an hour almost motionless, a pathetic 
picture of friendless misery. 

He ached all over, his clothing and person were 
filthy, he was hungry and thirsty, and above all he 
was so sick at heart that it seemed of little conse- 
quence whether he lived or died. 

While matters stood thus, an important-looking 
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personage, bearing a short-handled whip of leathern 
thongs and a bunch of keys, entered the enclosure. 
At his appearance a silence fell upon its occupants, 
and every eye watched him furtively, for he was the 
chief slave-driver, and the person above all others 
who could make the lives of the wretched beings 
under his control bearable or miserable. 

Looking about him inquiringly, this man uttered 
a few words, and instantly a score of eager fingers 
pointed to where Billy sat. Approaching our lad, 
the slave-driver made a sign for him to follow, and 
led the way to a door, which he unlocked. Certain 
of the slaves brought torches, while others filled a 
stone trough with water from great earthen jars. 

The room disclosed by the open door was filled 
with unsalable plunder, among which was a quantity 
of clothing belonging to many nationalities. As 
Billy gazed curiously about the interior, he detected 
amid the confused accumulation a small box that he 
took to be a ship's medicine chest. But he was 
allowed scant time for observation before the slave- 
driver, measuring him with his eye, selected several 
articles of clothing from the stock on hand, tossed 
them to the lad, and again led him outside. At the 
stone trough the former motioned him to discard his 
filthy rags, cleanse himself, and assume the garments 
just given him, all of which the young American was 
most willing to do. 

When he was again dressed, Billy would have 
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given much for a mirror in which to study the effect 
of his new costume, since he now wore a white shirt, 
a scarlet jacket embroidered with gold threads, and 
a pair of blue, very baggy, Turkish trousers that 
came only to his knees. His legs were bare, but 
his feet were protected by heelless boots of yellow 
leather, while his head was covered by a fez. A 
caftan or wide strip of snowy muslin that should 
have hung from his shoulders in graceful folds was 
also given him. This he attempted so awkwardly 
to arrange, that the slave-driver snatched it im- 
patiently away, and he was compelled to do without 
it, to his regret, for it would have concealed much of 
his ridiculous costume. 

Of his old life nothing now remained to our lad, 
but the half of an American dollar, that was still sus- 
pended from his neck by a ribbon, his highly prized 
commission, now crumpled and defaced by repeated 
soakings, and a bit of lead pencil. These last two he 
had furtively withdrawn from a pocket of his cast- 
off garments, and thrust into the bosom of his shirt. 

Now, preceded by the slave-driver and guarded by 
two other black men, Billy was conducted through a 
long corridor that ended in an open court, paved in 
mosaic and surrounded by horseshoe arches support- 
ing a latticed galleiy. From each of the arches de- 
pended a great Moorish lantern, while in the centre 
of the court a fountain rose and fell with musical 
plashings. 
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At one side of this open-air apartment Mahomet 
Sous half sat, half reclined, on a rug and a pile of 
cushions. He was clad in snowy white, wore a huge 
turban, and was smoking a Turkish water-pipe loaded 
with perfumed tobacco. The great man had evi- 
dently just finished his evening meal, from which a 
group of slaves were removing what was left. 

A slender youth having a delicate olive complexion 
and wearing a rose-colored caftan stood beside his 
master, with a cup of tea borne on a small lacquered 
tray, as Billy appeared between his two conductors. 
At a point directly in front of Mahomet Sous these, 
together with the slave-driver, made humble and 
profound salaams, but the young American stood 
erect. At sight of him in this position the old sea^- 
wolf sprang to his feet, roaring : — 

" Prostrate thyself, dog of a Christian 1 " 

By this sudden movement his shoulder came into 
contact with the tray borne by the young slave, and 
its scalding contents were flung over his neck. With 
a howl of pain and rage, he felled the unhappy youth 
to the floor, at the same time issuing an order that 
he instantly be given the bastinado to cure him of 
his carelessness. 

So the trembling wretch, begging for mercy, was 
dragged away. A fresh caio was brought for 
Mahomet Sous, his soiled one was deftly removed, 
and he was supplied with another cup of tea. With 
peace thus restored, he again returned to his cushions, 
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and resumed the amber mouthpiece of his pipe. In 
the mean time Billy had seated himself on the pave- 
ment, in an attitude similar to that assumed by others 
who were in attendance, but not on active duty. 

Now he became aware of subdued laughter, a 
great whispering, and a swish of trailing robes, all 
of which came from the latticed gallery over him, 
and guessed that he was providing an entertainment 
for the ladies of this Tripolitan household. He 
looked up, but could see nothing, though a sudden 
interruption of the whispering told him that his 
action was noticed. 

After a few minutes of this embarrassing situation, 
a black girl appeared on the scene, advanced timidly 
to Mahomet Sous, uttered a few words in a low tone, 
and vanished. 

The Turk, with an upward glance, gave an order, 
which was obeyed by a slave, who left the room and 
soon returned bearing a tray heaped with food. 
This he set down beside Billy. 

"Eat," commanded Mahomet Sous, and our lad 
was hungry enough to accept the ungracious invita- 
tion, which had only been given that he might afford 
f ui*ther amusement to the invisible spectators in the 
gallery. Unprovided with a utensil of any sort, he 
was obliged to explore the dish with his fingers. Nor 
had he an idea of what he was eating. Whatever it 
was, it seemed to be flavored with cosmetics ; but he 
was too ravenous to mind a little thing like that, and 
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80 ate heartily, to the great delight of the ladies, as 
evidenced by titters of laughter. 

With this performance the show concluded, and 
Billy was again conducted to the slave yard, where 
he was left to find such sleeping-quarters as he could. 



I 



CHAPTER XXII 

BILLY MINISTERS TO HIS FBLL0WH3LAVBS 

After our hero had served as a show for the enter- 
tainment of his master's harem, he wandered for some 
time about the slave yard, wondering how he should 
bestow himself for the night. The whole place was 
indescribably filthy ; and, as seen by the moonlight, 
every spot in it available for sleeping purposes seemed 
to be already occupied by man or beast. Several of the 
former, over whom he inadvertently stumbled, called 
down on him such bitter curses for having awakened 
them, that he concluded not to take a sleeping-berth 
in their vicinity, at any rate. 

Finally, as a last resort, he began to try the doors 
giving upon the yard, with the hope of obtaining an 
entrance into some storeroom, where he might rest 
his weary body. After several failures, his efforts in 
this direction were crowned with success, and a door 
opened to him. As he stepped cautiously inside, a 
ray of moonlight disclosed this to be the very place 
in which he had recently been outfitted with clothing. 
At the same moment hh was startled by a groan that 
came from the floor close at hand. 
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A slight investigation discovered its author to be 
the young slave who had been so unfortunate as to 
spill scalding tea over Mahomet Sous, and had been 
sentenced to the torture of the bastinado in conse- 
quence. He had evidently fainted under the awful 
punishment, and then been thrown into this place to 
recover or die, as the case might be. Billy proved 
his identity by pulling the senseless form slightly for- 
ward into the moonlight, which also disclosed the suf- 
ferer's condition. The soles of his feet, to which the 
cruel sticks had been applied, were bruised to a pulp, 
while his legs, purple with congested blood, were 
enormously puffed and swollen. 

Filled with rage and pity, Billy went first for 
water, and brought back a jar that was still half full 
of the precious fluid. With this he bathed the suf- 
ferer's fevered brow, until the closed eyes opened, 
and, with a sigh, the youth struggled back to a con- 
sciousness of life and its torments. He was so parched 

with thirst that he drank eagerly all the water Billy 

* 

would allow him, and then the latter began to dress 
his wounds, swathing the injured limbs with cool, 
wet cloths. Also, bethinking himself of the ship's 
medicine chest that he had noticed during his pre- 
vious visit to the storeroom, he searched until he 
found it. Fortunately, it was open, its lock having 
been smashed by the pirates who had stolen it, in the 
hope of discovering something of value. Then it had 
been thrown aside as worthless, with its contents but 
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little injured. So, when Billy set it in the moon- 
light, he discovered, to his great joy, that it was well 
stocked with powerful remedies, most of which he 
recognized from having seen them used in the Phila- 
delphia hospital. Among other things, he found a 
jar of salve ; that was the very thing he wanted in 
the present emergency. Making use of this, and 
tearing a shirt into strips, he soon had his patient's 
feet enveloped in soothing bandages. 

After that he pulled down a quantity of what 
might be called "international clothing," since it 
represented the costumes of nearly every nation of 
Europe, and made a bed, to which he lifted the vic- 
tim of Mahomet Sous' cruelty. The latter was filled 
with a wonderful gratitude that any human being 
should be so kind to him, and catching hold of Billy's 
hand, he made a feeble attempt to kiss it, though this 
our lad would not allow. 

"It's all right," he said, "Muley or Hassan, or 
whatever your name is, and you may say * thank 
you ' as much as you please, though it was through 
me, after all, that you got into that beastly scrape ; 
but, in my country, we are not much used to hand 
kissing. Now, what you'd best do is lie perfectly 
still, and go to sleep. 

"Can't go to sleep, eh? Too much pain?" he 
added, a little later, as he noted his patient's restless 
movements and wide-open eyes. "Well, I don't 
blame you. Wish I had a little morphine, though. 
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Hold on t I smelled laudanum in one of those bottles, 
and a few drops of it on a wet rag will go a long 
way toward quieting you, if I can only get you to 
take it." 

In this he had no trouble, for he had already in- 
spired the youth with such confidence, that the latter 
was willing to take anything he offered. So, after a 
little, Billy had the satisfaction of seeing the patient 
thus strangely thrust upon his care fall into a deep 
slumber. Then, thoroughly worn out, he flung him- 
self on the bare floor, and, in another moment, had 
also fallen into a dreamless sleep. 

From this he was rudely awakened, some hours 
later, by a stinging blow on his bare legs, and sprang 
to his feet, quivering with rage. It was daylight. 
The big slave-driver stood beside him, with a grin 
on his black face, and holding in one hand the whip 
of leathern thongs, which was at once his badge of 
authority and the instrument through which he 
made his wishes known. Behind him, in the door- 
way, and regarding the scene with interest, stood 
Mahomet Sous. 

" Is this fellow at liberty to beat me whenever he 
feels like so doing?" asked Billy, impetuously, of 
the latter. 

"Certainly. Why not? He has charge of my 
slaves," was the cool answer. 

The young American was staggered and, for a 
moment, knew neither what to do nor say. He was 
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at the mercy of these men, who could do with him as 
they pleased without present fear of consequences. 
To resist them would be as useless as to utter threats. 
It was evident that he must submit to their will with 
the best grace possible and bide his time. At that 
moment his sister Emily's words regarding "pa- 
tience" flashed into his mind. Yes, he would be 
patient until the American fleet appeared off the city, 
and then would come his turn. Thus thinking, he 
merely said : — 

"Very well; I only wanted to know if he acted 
by authority. But remember, Mahomet Sous, that 
the American ships are on their way, and when they 
come, you will be made to pay dearly for every blow 
given to an American by your order. Now, what do 
you want of me ? " 

" I tell you that your boasted ships will be blown 
from the water if they dare appear in these parts," 
retorted the Turk, scornfully. " I alone in the felucca 
Tripoli will undertake to destroy them all." 

" I only hope you may meet them, or any one of 
them, even the smallest and weakest," remarked 
Billy, in a low tone. 

Without paying attention to these words the 
other continued : " How came you in this place ? " 

"As you gave me no sleeping-quarters, and this 
door was open, I simply walked in." 

" And what have you to do with this slave ? " 

" Nothing ; except to care for him, as I would for 
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any other victim of your brutality, if I was given the 
chance." 

^^ Have you a knowledge of the things contained 
in that box ? " 

" I have." 

^' Are you then one possessed of the art of healing 
— what you infidels call a physician ? " 

"Yes." 

Although this was a stretching of the truth, Billy 
did not hesitate to do so under the circumstances, 
since he readily foresaw the advantage to be gained 
by being considered a doctor among a people who 
knew nothing of medicine. 

Mahomet Sous gazed meditatively at his newly 
acquired slave for several minutes. Then he re- 
marked : " It is well that I have learned this thing, 
since it doubles your value, and enables me to in- 
crease the price of your ransom to twenty thousand 
piastres." 

"It may be paid as well as half that sum," sug- 
gested Billy, ironically. 

" In that case I may still raise the price," said 
Mahomet Sous, his little eyes glittering with avarice. 

" I would," repeated Billy ; " for I can assure you 
that I am a very valuable piece of property, not to 
be parted with in a hurry, and well worth the best 
of treatment while retained." 

The Turk looked at our lad a little doubtfully as 
though entertaining a suspicion that his words might 
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contain some hidden meaning. At the same time he 
cautioned the slave-driver in his own language not 
to be unduly harsh in his treatment of the young 
American. Then, to the latter he said : — 

"It is well, and at thirty thousand of American 
dollars is thy ransom fixed. Until it is paid you 
shall work with the other slaves, only differing from 
them in being allowed to retain this dwelling-place 
if you will in return promise to heal all whom I may 
send for that purpose." 

"I will do nothing of the kind," replied Billy; 
"for there are many cases beyond all healing, and 
others whose nature may not be understood by the 
most skilful of physicians. I can only promise to do 
my best with such cases as come within my knowl- 
edge. Also I must have for them as well as for 
myself good food and plenty of it." 

To this proposition Mahomet Sous finally agreed ; 
for he was keenly alive to the advantage of having 
on the premises a physician bound to keep his human 
property in good condition without cost. At the 
same time he could allow himself a greater latitude 
in the matter of punishments, and gratify, as never 
before, his passion for cruelty, since his victims 
might be restored to usefulness by this infidel 
repairer of injured bodies. 

Thus it happened that at the very outset of his 
career as a slave, Billy Vance won a place of trust 
and dignity in his master's household. To be sure, 
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he was driven to daily toil with the other slaves, and 
made to perform a thousand menial tasks ; while his 
services as physician were in constant demand dur- 
ing the hours allowed for rest and thieving. The 
custom of compelling slaves to steal their livelihood 
obtained in all the Barbary States at that time, and 
for this purpose they were given the two hours of 
each day immediately preceding sunset, after which 
they were compelled to be within their master's 
premises. From this precarious method of satisfy- 
ing his necessities Billy was happily relieved by 
the promise gained from Mahomet Sous, that he 
and his patients should be supplied with food. 

In a very short time after he had entered upon this 
strange life his narrow quarters often resembled both 
dispensary and hospital, so many patients were pre- 
sented at its door for treatment. 

It made his heart ache to witness the misery and 
amount of useless suffering inflicted upon the poor 
creatures who flocked to him. Some were diseased, 
and others sick; but the majority bore the terrible 
marks of the bastinado or of wounds inflicted by their 
masters in moments of unbridled passion. 

Not only were the slaves of the immediate house- 
hold sent to him for treatment, but others, from 
whose masters Mahomet Sous demanded and received 
pay, until the fame of the young American was spread 
throughout the city. Finally it reached even to the 
ears of the Bashaw himself, and — But that is a 
story that must be reserved for another chapter. 



CHAPTER XXin 

SIDI, ^HB SOK OP MOUSSA 

The young slave suffering from the effects of the 
cruel bastinado, who had been Billy's first patient, 
was a slight and delicate youth ^f about his own age. 
He had been reared as a house servant, in which 
capacity he had attained a deftness that combined 
with his intelligence and good looks to gain him 
many privileges. Thus he had excited the jealousy 
of such of his associates as were forced to labor out 
of doors, and these, openly rejoicing in his downfall, 
gave him a jeering welcome to their ranks ; for in the 
establishment of Mahomet Sous one who had received 
the bastinado was never again allowed to serve within 
the house. 

So it happened that even before the youth recov- 
ered from his injuries he was driven forth to out-of- 
door tasks far beyond his strength. In the mean time 
Billy Vance had cared for his wounds, shared with 
him both lodging and food, and was rapidly learning 
from him the language of the country. He had also 
conceived a decided liking for the otherwise friend- 
less youth, whose name was Sidi ben Moussa, or Sidi, 
son of Moses. 
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When, therefore, he found the latter working in the 
same gang with himself at carrying baskets of earth 
for a new water battery, he at once assumed half of 
Sidi's burdens in addition to his own, and tried in 
every way to shield him from the deadly effect of the 
unaccustomed toil. In this he only partially suc- 
ceeded ; for, toward the close of the weary day, the 
youth, tottering by his side with drawn face and 
trembling limbs, uttered a moan of exhaustion, and 
sank limply to the ground. As he did so, the slave- 
driver, who had been watching him for several min- 
utes, sprang forward with uplifted whip. 

Ere he could strike, Billy Vance seized his arm, 
and, looking him full in the face, said slowly : — 

" He is under my care. I am responsible to our 
master for his life. If you smite him, he will die, and 
at that moment I will strike thee blind. Therefore, 
son of an ass, withhold thy hand ; for the powers of 
Solomon are mine, and I will surely do as I have 
said." 

Billy's Arabic was not yet fluent; but it was under- 
stood by the superstitious black man, who quailed 
before his steady gaze, trembled at his threat, and 
after a moment of hesitation walked away. 

Then Billy helped his friend to a seat in the shade 
of a pile of rocks, bade him remain there until the 
hour for quitting work, resumed his own task as 
though nothing had happened, and the incident was 
closed. Its effect was, however, apparent from that 



SIDI, THE SON OF MOUSSA 191 

time forth in the altered demeanor of the taskmaster, 
and in the vastly increased respect accorded our 
lad by his fellow-slaves. The former no longer im- 
posed impossible tasks upon Sidi ; or if he did, Billy 
promptly lightened them, and the overseer dared not 
remonstrate. 

Thus Sidi's life grew to be bearable, while his 
admiration for his protector became unbounded. In 
the hours when they were not engaged with out-of- 
doer tasks, he spent every waking moment in de- 
vising something for the young American's comfort 
or happiness. He took charge of all their slender 
domestic arrangements, cooked, washed, mended, and 
even stole, right and left, such things as he fancied 
might prove acceptable to his friend. Above all, he 
never tired of repeating, over and over, words of the 
language that Billy was striving so earnestly to 
master. He also gladly assisted the latter in minis- 
tering to the sick, until he became very deft at the 
tying of bandages, the cleansing of wounds, the pre- 
paring of salves, and the mixing of soothing lotions. 

One evening, after Billy had been for several 
months a resident of Tripoli, Sidi made a confession, 
and gave his friend a bit of his own history. The 
former had noticed that, in passing certain places, 
his companion removed his slippers and walked bare- 
footed. Finally, he asked the reason for this, where- 
upon Sidi answered : — 

"Because I am that which I have feared to tell 
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thee, and for which you will despise me when it 
shall come to thy knowledge." 

"What sort of a monster are you, then?" asked 
Billy, curiously. 

" I am the son of a Jew," replied the other, in 
faltering tone, and with a downcast face. 

" Is that all ? " 

"Is it not enough to be of a people despised of 
all men, cursed by all, and even killed without fear 
of evil consequence? Is it not enough to belong 
to the outcasts of the world?" 

" Not of the world," rejoined Billy, quickly ; " for, 
in many countries, a Jew is granted all the privileges 
that are given to others. In my own land, for 
instance, where all religions are freely enjoyed, he 
lives on an equality with all men." 

" It passes belief ! " exclaimed Sidi, his dark eyes 
kindling at the thought. "I knew not that Jews 
dwelt in your country ; but surely those who do so 
are taxed more heavily than others?" 

" Not a single piastre." 

"May they wear their slippers when passing a 
mosque ? " 

" Certainly, if they choose to do so." 

"Are they allowed to leave their own quarter after 
the going down of the sun ? " 

" They are not compelled to live in any especial 
quarter, but dwell where they please, and are free to 
come and go at all hours of the night as well as of 
the day." 
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" How, then, have they obtaiued these unheard-of 
privileges ? Is it by the giving of rich gifts to the 
cadis and other rulers ? " 

"No," laughed Billy. "There is no giving of 
gifts nor bribery of any kind that I know of, and the 
Jews of America have no privileges that are not 
also freely given to all who dwell in that land." 

" Praise be to Jehovah that there is such a place 
in the world I " ejaculated Sidi, fervently, and with 
tears standing in his eyes. " Fortunate am I to have 
heard of it, and from this moment the dearest wish 
of my life shall be to sometime kiss the soil of that 
thrice-blessed land." 

"That is also my dearest wish, just at present," 
said Billy, soberly, " and I believe I would be willing 
to kiss the very dirt of the streets if I could only find 
myself in an American town once more." 

" And you do not despise nor hate me because I am 
of the accursed people?" persisted Sidi, anxiously. 

" Of course not. On the contrary, I like you very 
much, and am glad to have your friendship. But how 
comes it that you happen to be a slave ? Were you 
captured at sea, or shipwrecked ? " 

" No, I have never been from this city, where my 
parents still dwell. But it so happened that when I 
was a child my father became indebted to Mahomet 
Sous. The sum was small, but the head of my father 
was threatened if he did not pay, and at that time he 
was poor. Not that he is other than poor now," 
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added Sidi, hastily, at the same time casting a fur- 
tive glance about him to make sure that no one was 
listening. 

" What had all that to do with you? " asked Billy. 

" Only that I was accepted in payment of the debt." 

" Do you mean that you were sold into slavery by 
your own parents ? " 

"It was to save my father's life, and there was no 
other way. Often since that time has he tried to buy 
me back, — offering many times my value as a slave, — 
but Mahomet Sous refuses to let me go." 

" What is your father's business ? " 

" He is a worker in silver." 

« Does he live in the Mella ? " 

" Of a certainty, since he is a Jew, and Jews may 
only dwell in that quarter of the city." 

" It is a place I have never visited, and am curious 
to see. Could you not take me sometime to your 
father's house?" 

Sidi's face became radiant at this proposition. 
" Gladly will I do so," he exclaimed. " I have told 
my people of you, and they wish much to see you, 
but I dared not hope for the honor of a visit. Now, 
if you will really go, I will notify them, and a day 
shall be named. We will make the visit during the 
hours of stealing." 

"Couldn't we go after dark?" asked Billy, who 
had a wholesome dread of traversing the city streets 
by daylight. 
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" No, for the gate of the Mella is then closed, so 
that none may enter or leave. Also, if we were 
absent from this place after dark the bastinado would 
await our return." 

" All right," said Billy ; " you know best, so arrange 
the trip to suit yourself." 

They would hardly have dared even plan such a 
visit as the one under discussion had Mahomet Sous 
been at home ; but he was not, having gone to sea 
on one of his piratical cruises several weeks before. 
Thus the discipline of his household was much 
relaxed, and the slaves enjoyed a greater latitude 
than when his eye was upon them. 

So it happened that on one hot August day, shortly 
after the foregoing conversation, while Billy and the 
young Jew were toiling side by side at the hateful 
task of repairing a fortification that overlooked the 
sea, the latter announced that, if it were agreeable to 
his friend, their proposed visit to the Mella might be 
made that evening. 

" Very good," replied the American lad, who was 
gazing longingly out over the blue waters of the bay 
at that moment ; " I'm with you, but I must say I wish 
we were going to sea instead of plunging deeper into 
this filthy city. How delightfully cool it must be 
out there. See that queer old craft just off the mouth 
of the harbor — looks like a wreck under a jury mast ; 
and, by Jove ! I believe it is one. Wonder — " 

Here conversation was suspended by the unwel- 



196 IN PIRATE WATERS 

come approach of an overseer, who, with snapping 
whip, was hurrying the weaiy task, that it might be 
completed before Mahomet Sous returned from his 
voyage. 

"Hasten, slaves! Hasten the work, that your 
master may be satisfied when he sees it," cried the 
driver. " At any hour he may come, and if what has 
been done during his absence meets not with his 
approval, then not even the mercy of the Prophet may 
save your backs." 

"He means that a general flogging will be the 
order of the day," said Billy; "and I shall have a 
lot of damaged slaves on my hands." 

" Silence I " thundered the overseer. " Work more 
and talk less. Christian dog, or the lash may not be 
withheld from thee." 

So Billy held his tongue and toiled on as best he 
could through the suffocating heat, only pausing for 
an occasional glance at the strange craft that was 
entering the harbor. So slowly did she move, that 
at the hour of quitting work she had not yet reached 
an anchorage. He would have lingered longer had 
it been permitted to do so ; but as no slaves might 
be on the fortifications except to labor, he reluctantly 
took his departure in company with Sidi; and the 
two bent their steps toward the Mella, or Jews' 
quarter of the city. 



CHAPTER XXIV 



A VISrr TO THE MBLLA 



Although by this time there was nothing in our 
young American's costume to distinguish him from 
the other slaves of Tripoli, the fact that he was 
white could not be disguised, and jbhe novel sight 
of a Christian walking with a Jew through a Moham- 
medan city attracted general attention. So as the 
two lads hastened through the crooked alleys that 
were called streets, and which were everywhere deep 
in garbage and other filth thrown from the houses, 
they were reviled and pelted. Yelling children, 
naked or nearly so, dogged their steps and subjected 
them to innumerable petty annoyances, veiled women 
cursed them from open doorways, while such men as 
they encountered, gravely spat upon them. It was 
an exasperating experience, and to go through it 
without turning upon his persecutors required all the 
self-restraint that Billy Vance could command. 

Had it not been for Sidi he would probably have 
got into serious trouble ; but the young man hurried 
him onward, begging him to take no notice of the 
insults heaped upon them, and finally they reached 
the gate of the Mella in safety, though Billy was 

197 



198 IN PIRATE WATERS 

by this time boiling over with wrath. The instant 
they entered the Jewish quarter all persecution 
ceased, for even the Mohammedan children dared 
not venture within its precincts. 

Now every one whom they met greeted them with 
kindly courtesy. All the men and boys wore long 
gaberdines, resembling bath-robes or di-essing-gowns, 
girdled about the waist, black skull-caps, and heel- 
less slippers; while the women and girls, all of 
whom appeared with uncovered faces, were dressed 
in bright colors, and smiled pleasantly on the young 
men. At the same time the filth with which the 
streets were choked, was so much worse than in 
other parts of the city, that Billy felt as though he 
were walking through a pigsty, and was often obliged 
to hold his nose against the homble odors rising 
from it. The houses, too, were meaner and poorer 
than any he had previously seen. 

After awhile his guide paused before the very 
poorest looking of them all, and bade him enter the 
dwelling of Moussa, the silversmith. A dark, reek- 
ing passage, a squalid court, and several small rooms 
devoid of furniture, but neatly whitewashed, were 
traversed. Then Sidi rapped in a peculiar manner 
on a part of the wall that apparently differed in no 
way from the rest. In a moment a small portion 
of it swung back as though on hinges, disclosing 
a narrow opening in which stood an old man, evi- 
dently a servant. At sight of Sidi he made an 
obeisance, exclaiming, " Peace be with you 1 " 
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"May the peace of God rest upon this house," 
answered the young Jew, as he led his friend through 
the opening. Billy rubbed his eyes, and gazed about 
him with amazement, for he seemed to be in fairy- 
land. He stood in a small court even more beautiful 
than that of Mahomet Sous, filled with rich hang- 
ings, flowers, singing birds, and running waters. 
Sidi smiled as he noted the effect of these surround- 
ings upon his companion; but without pausing for 
comment conducted him to a room, where was pre- 
pared a perfumed bath, and* in which a servant 
awaited with fine linen garments. 

After Billy, still bewildered by what he saw, had 
bathed, and been clothed in flowing robes of spotless 
white, he again sought the court, where he now found 
a group of persons awaiting his coming. Among 
them was Sidi, arrayed like a young prince, a venera- 
ble old man with white beard, two women in silks and 
jewels, one of whom was a strikingly handsome girl, 
and several children. 

To our lad's dismay all these persons prostrated 
themselves upon his appearance as though they were 
slaves in presence of a powerful master. He made 
haste to bid them rise, and was then presented in due 
form to Sidi's father, mother, and sister, who not only 
bade him welcome to the house of Moussa, but as- 
sured him that they held his visit to be the greatest 
honor it had ever received. 

After a little all seated themselves on cushions, 
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each before a tiny taUe of inlaid work, not jnore 
than a foot in height, while attendants began to serve, 
in dishes of silver and daintiest china, the several 
courses of a well-prepared meal. As it progressed, 
Billy discovered that, by the entire family, he was 
considered to have saved the life of their dearly 
beloved Sidi, and that in consequence their own 
lives and fortunes were at his disposal. He also 
learned that Sidi^s beautiful sister Berith was so 
skilled in the art of embroidery, that she was fre- 
quently bidden to the Bashaw's palace to instruct 
the ladies of his harem in her specialty. 

Here was indeed food for thought. In all the time 
that he had spent in Tripoli, our lad had not been 
able to gain a clue regarding the supposed American 
girl, whom he had heard was held prisoner by the 
Bashaw, and whose name was Ruth. Now a way of 
learning something about her was unexpectedly 
opened to him, and he began to ask questions. 

Yes, Berith did know of a slave girl in the palace 
who was certainly white ; but, as to her name, na- 
tionality, or previous history, she could tell nothing. 
*It was possible, though, that she might find an oppor- 
tunity of communicating with her. If the saviour of 
Sidi wished, she would make every effoi*t to do so, and 
would, through her brother, let him know the result. 

He did most earnestly wish her to do so, and — 
here Billy produced the half of an American dollar 
that had hung from his neck — if she were indeed 



A VISIT TO THE MELLA 201 

an American, Berith was to show her this token. 
Should she prove to be his friend, she would recog- 
nize it and send him some message. 

By the time this arrangement was perfected, the 
dinner was also concluded, and the hour for departure 
had come, if the young men would escape from the 
Mella before the closing of its gate. With great dis- 
gust, but as a matter of precaution, they resumed their 
slave's dress, and bidding adieu to their kindly enter- 
tainers, again set forth. Billy had a nervous dread 
of the city streets through which they must retrace 
their way ; but, to his relief as well as surprise, found 
them almost deserted. As he and Sidi speculated 
concerning this state of affairs, they came suddenly 
upon a great concourse of people who were watching 
in breathless silence one of the strangest processions 
ever seen in Tripoli. 

It consisted of some fifty or sixty dejected-looking 
men, all evidently native sailors, many of whom bore 
traces of recent wounds. These were guarded by a 
strong body of soldiers, and at their head rode a man 
loaded with chains, and mounted on an ass. Billy 
would have avoided this crowd if possible, and was 
about to turn away, when, with a cry of amazement, 
his companion directed his attention to the leader 
of the wretched company. 

^^ It is our master, Mahomet Sous I " he exclaimed. 
" Do you not recognize him ? " 

"Impossible!" rejoined the young American. 
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And then to make sare, the two pressed eagerly 
forward for a closer view. 

It was indeed the fierce old pirate who had long 
been noted throoghoat that part of the world for 
bravery and cruelty ; and though Billy could not at 
that time discover how he came to occupy his present 
unhappy position, he afterwards learned the story. 

While cruising in search of plunder, Mahomet Sous 
in his g^at war-felucca Tripoli^ carrying fourteen 
guns, had fallen in with Captain Andrew Sterrett, in 
the twelve-gun United States schooner Enterpriser 
and a fierce engagement between the two was imme- 
diately begun. 

It lasted three hours, during which time the Turks 
twice surrendered and hauled down their flag; but 
each time when a boat was sent to take possession, 
they again hoisted their colors and renewed the fight. 
Exasperated by this treachery, Sterrett determined to 
sink them, and had obtained a raking position for this 
purpose, when the corsair's flag was again hastily 
lowered, and Mahomet Sous, bleeding from several 
wounds, appeared with it at the gangway. Here he 
flung it into the sea, and bowing his head to the deck, 
made signs that he had indeed surrendered. Upon 
this, Lieutenant David Porter was again sent to take 
possession. 

While the Enterprise had not lost a man nor 
received any material damage, in either hull or rig- 
ging, the felucca was almost a wreck. Her main- 
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mast had gone by the board, twenty of her crew had 
been killed, and besides her commander, twenty-nine 
more were wounded. After debating what he should 
do with his prize. Captain Sterrett at length decided 
to dismantle her and send her to Tripoli, as a warn- 
ing of the treatment other pirates might expect at 
the hands of American sailors. So the felucca's 
guns and ammunition were taken from her, she was 
stripped of all but a single sail, and ordered to make 
her way home as best she could. 

News of her coming reached the Bashaw a few 
hours before her arrival in port, and so enraged him 
that he determined to visit upon her unfortunate 
crew a terrible punishment. No sooner, therefore, 
had the crippled felucca dropped anchor than her 
whole company was seized to be paraded to the 
castle, where every man of them was to receive the 
bastinado. Moreover, all the property of Mahomet 
Sous was declared confiscated, and he was disgraced 
for life. 

It is no wonder, then, that this melancholy pro- 
cession made a profound impression upon the in- 
habitants of the city, and so filled them with anger 
that, when Billy Vance in pushing forward for a 
better view of his disgraced master, jolted one of 
the spectators, the man turned on him in a fury. In 
an instant a fierce tumult was raging ; and when the 
soldiers, rushing to the rescue, found a Christian and 
a Jew in conflict with a throng of Mohammedans, 
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they promptly seized the two former and dragged 
them away to the castle. 

The Bashaw of Tripoli, whom Billy had never 
before seen, was in his council chamber, angrily 
awaiting the appearance of the grizzled captain, 
who he considered had shamed him by yielding a 
Tripolitan ship to the despised Americans. He gen- 
erally sat in languid state when called upon to ad- 
minister justice ; but now he paced restlessly to and 
fro before his trembling ministers, no one of whom 
dared address him. A more unpropitious moment 
for the introduction of a Christian, charged with the 
great crime of striking a Mussulman, could hardly 
be conceived, and yet it was while affairs were in this 
condition that Billy Vance, with his companion, was 
ushered into the presence of the irate ruler. 

" Whom have we here ? " cried the Bashaw, paus- 
ing in his walk and glancing at the prisoners. 

An officer on bended knees, who kept touching his 
forehead to the pavement, briefly detailed the cir- 
cumstances of the arrest. 

" A Christian and a Jew, who have dared lift their 
hands against true believers I " roared the Bashaw. 
" And slaves of the man who has this day brought 
shame upon my head! Away with them to the 
bastinado. Let each be given two hundred blows; 
and, if they still live, let them be flung without food 
or water into the lowest dungeon of the castle. By 
the beard of the Prophet, it is to be seen if I am 
still a protector of the faithful, or not." 



CHAPTER XXV 

THE BASHAW APPOINTS A PHYSICIAN 

The young American grew faint and sick at heart 
as he heard the terrible sentence just pronounced by 
the Bashaw ; for he knew that it would be carried out 
to the letter. The two hundred blows would be de- 
livered without mercy, and the last would have all 
the force of the first. He would die under the 
punishment, of course, and so need take no thought 
of the dungeon, with its tortures of thirst and star- 
vation. But, how shameful to be beaten to death 
like a cur, merely to gratify the whim of one whom 
he regarded only as a black pirate. Already the 
soldiers were dragging him away, when, with a 
sudden fury, he broke from them, and, shaking his 
clinched fist at the Bashaw, screamed in Arabic : — 

" From the moment thy unjust sentence is carried 
out, thou shalt be cursed with the curse of Solomon, 
and thy dearest shall be given over to the foul fiends 
for torment ! " 

Never in all his life had the tyrant been so defied, 
and never had his pride received such a shock. He 
was perplexed and frightened by the bold words of 
the Christian; for he was intensely superstitious 
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and an arrant coward. Suddenly it flashed into his 
mind who this youth was ; tor he had heard of the 
slave, belonging to the household of Mahomet Sous, 
who could perform miracles, the like of which had 
never been known in Tripoli. 

The soldiers had again seized upon Billy and were 
roughly hustling him from the council chamber, 
when, in a loud voice, the Bashaw commanded them 
to halt. 

'^Is this infidel the slave who heals the sick, caus- 
ing the blind to see, and the deaf to hear ? " he asked. 

" He is the one for whom such things are claimed," 
replied an officer, cautiously. 

" Then let his punishment wait, for I have need of 
him. Guard him well, but see that he comes to no 
. harm." 

" And the Jew ? " 

" Away with him to the tormentors." 

« Hold ! " cried Billy, boldly. " This Jew is my 
assistant in the art of healing, and I cannot serve 
your Highness without his aid." 

For a moment the Bashaw glared at the young 
American, like a wild beast in danger of losing its 
prey. Then the approach of Mahomet Sous, to- 
gether with his sorry company, was heralded; and 
with an impatient gesture he exclaimed: "Hold 
them both until I give further orders." 

So Billy and his companion, hardly daring to be- 
lieve that they were reprieved, were taken to the 
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guard room, and there held to await the tyrant's 
pleasure. 

" How dared you face him so boldly ? " asked Sidi, 
in a low tone. 

'' Because he could do no worse to us than he had 
already ordered, and I thought that perhaps he was, 
after all, a coward who might be staggered by a show 
of bravery. I have also discovered that Solomon 
seems to have taken a pretty strong hold upon these 
Mussulman chaps.'* 

"It is a powerful name," admitted Sidi. "And 
one not to be lightly used." 

" A sort of trump card, eh ? to be held in reserve 
for emergencies," said Billy, whose spirits had risen 
wonderfully within the past few minutes. 

While the lads were still discussing their situation, 
they were again summoned to the presence of the 
Bashaw, who had in the mean time promptly disposed 
of Mahomet Sous and his unfortunate crew. 

Now he questioned Billy sharply as to his medical 
skill, which the latter gravely assured him was 
greater than that of any other person to be found in 
all Tripoli. 

" Then shall it be put to the test," said the Bashaw, 
" and upon it shall depend thy life, together with that 
of thy companion. Know that a child who is dear 
to me lies in such condition that the wisest men of 
the city have declared, within an hour, that he can- 
not outlive the night. Him will I deliver to thy care. 
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and if he lives, thou also shalt live ; but if he dies, 
then shall thy death and that of thy companion fol- 
low closely." 

Hard as were these conditions, Billy was forced to 
accept them, and he shortly found himself in the 
presence of the sick child, who was a boy five or six 
years old, stricken with a fever. So nearly had it 
run its course that there was, indeed, little hope of 
saving the sufferer ; but Billy attacked the case reso- 
lutely and worked at it as only one can whose own 
life is at stake. He first sent Sidi, who went under 
guard, for the chest of medicines that had already 
served him so well. Then he devoted himself to 
reducing the child's temperature and cooling its 
fevered blood. Hour after hour he worked without 
rest, and supported only by an occasional hastily 
snatched mouthful of food. The long night dragged 
itself slowly away, with the sufferer hovering so close 
to the borderland that it seemed with each minute 
as though the fluttering spirit would be released. 

It was the Bashaw's favorite son, the one upon 
whom he had lavished the greater part of his affec- 
tions, and many times during that anxious night did 
the proud ruler steal softly into the room to note the 
progress of Billy's battle with death. He alone was 
permitted to enter; but, in an anteroom slaves, or- 
dered to absolute silence, were in attendance ready 
to procure with all promptness anything that might 
be wanted. To these Billy's directions were made 
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known through Sidi, for the lad himself never for a 
moment left the bedside of his patient. 

A silver lamp burning perfumed oil shed a sub- 
dued light over the scene, and through open win- 
dows the night breeze, scented by countless flowers, 
blew softly. Every few minutes, Billy touched the 
dry skin of the child or felt his pulse, but it was not 
until a flush of light in the east proclaimed the com- 
ing of dawn, that the slightest change for the better 
was apparent. 

Then, as the tremulous voice of a Muezzin, uttered 
in musical tone, from a near-by minaret, the long- 
drawn cp*ll to morning devotions, a bead of moisture 
stood on the boy's forehead, and Billy, noting it, 
obeyed the call with a fervent prayer of thankful- 
ness. Within a few minutes the child's body was 
covered with perspiration, and the young physician 
knew that through God's mercy both its life and his 
own were saved. 

As he whispered the joyful tidings to Sidi, tears 
of gratitude streamed down the cheeks of the Jewish 
lad, and he, too, knelt to the God of his fathers. A 
few minutes later the Bashaw himself, haggard with 
his night's vigil, softly entered the chamber, and the 
great news was imparted to him. His harsh face 
softened as he bent over the child, now quietly sleep- 
ing with regular breathings, and when he arose he 
clasped the young American's hand with a warm 
pressure. 
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The news of this wonderful cure spread quickly 
through the palace, and from it into the city streets, 
where in every shop, bazaar, or public place those 
gathered to hear sotne new thing, were given an 
additional topic for discussion. Already was the air 
filled with marvellous tales of the western fighters 
who had overcome Mahomet Sous, and now came a 
story of one of the same race who possessed healing 
powers greater than those of any Hadji. 

By the holy camel! These things were beyond 
belief, and could be attributed only to sorcery. Of 
course the infidels were in league with the powers of 
evil, and must eventually come to grief through the 
influence of the Prophet; but in the mean time it 
would be well for all true believers to avoid them as 
much as possible. 

Thus it happened that no Tripolitan sailor could 
be induced, save by force, to go to sea while there 
was danger of falling in with American war-ships; 
and whenever Billy Vance appeared on the streets he 
was given a wide berth by all who were so unfortu- 
nate as to meet him. 

At the same time the young American was in high 
favor with the Bashaw, who not only made him many 
valuable presents, but installed him at the palace, with 
Sidi to be his assistant, as physician in charge of the 
health of its numerous inmates. It was a novel posi- 
tion for a youth of his age and limited experience to 
occupy, and one to be retained only by coolness and 
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self-confidence. In tiying to fill it, Billy found him- 
self in a most delicate situation, for his knowledge of 
medicine was so slight that he might at any time 
make a mistake that would cause him to be dis- 
graced; while the whims of the Bashaw were so 
capricious that he was constantly degrading old favor- 
ites and replacing them with new. Of course these 
last were regarded with bitter enmity by those whom 
they had supplanted, and so Billy found himself cor- 
dially hated by charlatans, quacks, and alleged healers 
of every description whose trade was injured by his 
success and who zealously sought his downfall. 

Realizing all this made our lad more than ever 
anxious for the appearance of the American fleet, and 
an opportunity of escaping to it. Rumors of its ap- 
proach had reached the city, and work on the fortifi- 
cations was being pushed night and day. A blockade 
of the port had been announced by Commodore Dale, 
but no steps were taken to enforce it until, at length, 
toward the close of a day late in August, a tall frig- 
ate wearing the stars and stripes appeared in the 
roads, and from the highest point of the Bashaw's 
castle Billy Vance gazed with swelling heart and 
tear-dimmed eyes on the glorious flag of his own 
country. 

A few days later this same frigate, which proved 
to be the President, intercepted a Greek ship that was 
trying to run the blockade, and took from her thirty- 
five Tripolitans, who were detained as prisoners of 
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war. Then word was sent to the Bashaw that these 
would be released in exchange for an equal number 
of Americans provided that he held so many captives. 
If there were not that number in his possession, then 
the captured Tiipolitans would be given in exchange 
for such Americans as were within his power. 

After much haggling and debate, this proposition 
was accepted, and summoning Billy Vance, the Ba- 
shaw informed him that he, together with six other 
Americans, of whose presence in the city our lad was 
until that moment unaware, were to be restored to 
their own people. 

To the sui*prise of all present, Billy, instead of 
being overjoyed at the prospect thus opened, stood 
for a moment iii, silence, and with downcast eyes. 
Then, addressing the Bashaw, he asked : — 

** Who are the others ? " 

" Six sailors recently wrebked on the coast," was 
the answer. 

"Are there any women among them?" 

" Certainly not," replied the Bashaw, with an air of 
surprise. 

" And is your Highness so displeased with my ef- 
forts at healing, that you are desirous of getting rid 
of me?" 

" On the contrary, I would gladly have thee remain ; 
since never have I been given more faithful service." 

" Then, if I should choose to abide in Tripoli, I 
might still do so ? " 
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" It might be so arranged." 

"In that case," said^Billy, "send me not away; 
but let me remain in the service of a master whose 
kindness has been unceasing since first I came to this 
place." 



CHAPTER XXVI 

A GLIMPSE OF THE HABBM 

Surprising as the request of our young American, 
to be allowed to remain in Tripoli rather than return 
to his own people would seem to most persons, it 
did not strike the Bashaw or his ministers as at all 
strange. They said to themselves that he had been 
long enough in their country to realize its vast 
superiority over any other, and especially over the 
barbarous land of his birth. He occupied a position 
of ease and influence, such as he could not hope to 
attain elsewhere ; and above all, he was admitted to 
the favor of a powerful ruler. What more could an in- 
fidel ask or expect ? If he would only renounce his own 
faith, and become a true believer, he would be certain 
of honor and riches. It was no wonder, then, that he 
chose to remain where he was, and his decision to do 
so showed a wisdom beyond his years. This was the 
universal verdict, and no one sought for other reasons 
that might have influenced him. 

That there were other reasons no reader of this 
story can doubt; and the chiefest of them was 
clasped so tightly in Billy's hand during his inter- 
view with the Bashaw, as almost to cut through the 
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skin. It was only the broken half of a silver coin 
that he had received from Sidi even as he was sum- 
moned to the council chamber, and he had given it 
but one quick glance. That, however, was enough to 
change the whole current of his thoughts, and influ- 
ence all his actions ; for that bit of silver was half of 
an American dollar. At first he imagined it to be 
the one he had worn so long, and but recently in- 
trusted to Berith ; then his heart gave a great throb 
of joy ; for he discerned faintly scratched on its sur- 
face the letter " V." It was not his, but its com- 
panion piece, that he had given to Ruth Dean, on the 
day of their parting in the Philadelphia hospital. 
She was then in Tripoli, an inmate of the Bashaw's 
palace, alone, friendless, and in danger. She had 
received his token, knew of his presence near her, 
and was at that moment relying on him to save her. 
Knowing all this, could he consent to be exchanged 
and taken to a place of safety, leaving her in hopeless 
captivity? No, a thousand times no I Anything 
rather than to so play the part of a coward. 

Animated by this resolve, our lad promptly refused 
his offered liberty, and begged leave to remain in the 
service of the Bashaw, at the same time determined 
to communicate with Ruth as speedily as possible and 
plan an escape that they should attempt together. 

The other and minor reasons for refusing to leave 
Tripoli were, that he believed he might in some way 
aid the American cause by remaining, and fear that 
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harm might come to Sidi, for whom he now enter- 
tained a sincere affection, should he abandon him. 
At the same time he longed with the longing of an 
intense homesickness to exchange his present sur- 
roundings of cruelty, intrigue, ignorance, and suffer- 
ing for the company of his own people. To once 
more tread the deck of an American ship, and hear 
again the sound of his native tongue, seemed at that 
moment the greatest and most desirable of earthly 
blessings. For fear lest he should be unable to con- 
ceal his real feelings from those who had heard his 
request, he excused himself, as soon as it was granted, 
and hastened to his own room, which was in a 
turret of the castle. 

There Sidi awaited him, but could give no infor- 
mation regarding Ruth, except that she had been 
gi-eatly overcome on receiving his token, and had 
barely time to give Berith hers in exchange, when 
the latter was summoned elsewhere. Hastily writ- 
ing a few lines, with his precious lead pencil, on a 
scrap of paper, telling Ruth of his determination 
not to leave Tripoli without her, and asking for any 
suggestion she might be able to offer as to a plan of 
escape, Billy bade Sidi carry it at once to Berith, 
with the request that she would seek an early oppor- 
tunity of transmitting it to her for whom it was 
intended. 

That Billy and Ruth should be inmates of the 
same building without a chance of meeting, or even 
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a knowledge of each other's presence, is not sur- 
prising when the conditions surrounding them are 
remembered. In Tripoli, as in all Mohammedan 
countries, women are kept strictly secluded, and 
may only appear in public with their faces covered 
to the eyes. Living apartments separate from those 
of the men are provided for them in every house. 
They may only observe the world from behind 
screens of lattice, and breathe the outer air on the 
housetops, which are flat, and surrounded by battle- 
ments, concealing them from observation. Above 
all, they are guarded like prisoners both night and 
day. Thus, if Billy had not previously been given 
a hint of Ruth's presence in Tripoli, he might have 
spent a lifetime in the city without a knowledge that 
she was in that part of the world. 

Having despatched Sidi to the Mella with his 
note, Billy ascended to the roof of the tall turret 
in which his room was located, for another look at 
the proud frigate riding gracefully at anchor in the 
outer harbor, and beyond range of the batteries. 
As he fixed his longing gaze on the bit of bright 
color fluttering at her mizzen-peak, that he knew 
was the loved flag of his country, his attention was 
attracted by a murmur of voices and rippling laughter 
close at hand. 

Stepping to one side, and jpeering cautiously over 
the battlement, he caught a sight such as, in all 
probability, no other Christian in Tripoli had ever 
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looked upon. A score of the Bashaw's wives, 
attended by female slaves, had sought the highest 
terrace on their own side of the castle, for a view 
of the American ship. This roof reached to within 
ten feet of the platform occupied by Billy ; and 
there, unconscious of observation, with uncovered 
faces, the dark-skinned beauties of the harem were 
laughing and chatting with an animation very foreign 
to their usual listlessness. 

Most of them had their eyes darkened with anti- 
mony, cheeks covered with rouge, throats painted 
white, nails stained with henna, and all were clad 
in gorgeous costumes of brilliant colors. Their 
caftans were white, with flowing sleeves, and bound 
about the waist by silken sashes, crimson, blue, or 
gold. They also wore exquisitely embroidered vel- 
vet jackets, divided skirts gathered at, but falling 
below, the knees, broad anklets of silver or gold, 
and yellow slippers embossed with seed pearls. 
Their flowing tresses of jetty black were entwined 
with ropes of pearls, and all wore veils of thin stuff, 
now flung carelessly across their shoulders, but ready 
to be used as face coverings at a moment's notice. 

Each of the attendant slaves, who bore cushions, 
musical instruments, sherbets, or whatever else 
might be wanted, was clad in a single white garment 
girded about the waist. Most of these slaves were 
black, though among them appeared several of a 
lighter color. Of them all, however, only one was 
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white, and to her our lad's attention was instantly 
drawn. She was a slender girl, little more than a 
child ; and, as she stood by herself, wistfully gazing at 
the distant ship, Billy, though he could not clearly 
distinguish her features, felt convinced that he was 
looking upon Ruth Dean. 

As he reached this conclusion, one of the women 
spoke so sharply to the girl as to startle her from her 
revery, and cause her to turn her face so that Billy 
could see it plainly. There was no longer a doubt 
that she. whom he had promised to protect from harm 
stood near him, and within easy reach of his voice ; 
but at the same time separated from him by a barrier 
so great as to be well-nigh impassable. 

Seized with a desire to attract her attention and 
notify her of his presence, the lad incautiously raised 
his head a few inches above the parapet. That he 
was instantly observed was made evident by a chorus 
of suppressed screams, that caused him to hastily 
stoop again behind the sheltering wall. The out- 
break of cries was succeeded by an interval of silence 
so prolonged that he was finally emboldened to take 
another look. To his intense disappointment the ter- 
race was empty, nor was any vestige of its recent 
occupants to be seen. 

For an hour longer the lad mamtained his position, 
hoping that they might reappear, and that by some 
means he might communicate with Ruth, even though 
it were only to exchange glances of mutual recogni- 



so TS FISATE WATEBS 

tion* At the end of that time the terrace was still 
empty, and he was forced to gire oyer his watching 
bjr the coming of Sidi with word that a messenger 
from the Bashaw waited below. So Billj reluctantly 
left the lofty outlook and returned to his own apart- 
ment, where to his dismay he found a Mollah or 
Mohammedan priest. This indiTidual had been sent 
to sound him upon his willingness to relinquish Chris- 
tianity, and formally embrace the faith of Islam. 

The Bashaw had for sometime ¥rished that our 
young American might do this thing, and so bind 
himself to remain in Tripoli by ties not easily broken. 
He had, however, hesitated to propose it, lor fear of 
meeting with such an obstinate refusal as should 
compel him to relinquish Billy's services. Now that 
the latter had begged leave to remain where he was, 
the Bashaw was sanguine that he might also be ready 
to accept the faith of those among whom he had 
chosen to dwell, and had sent his favorite Mollah to 
consult with the lad upon the subject. 

Billy had suspected that an effort would be made 
to convert hi)n, but hoped it would be delayed until 
he should have found some way of escaping with 
Ruth from the city. As matters stood, he hated to 
meet the Mollah ; for, though he had no more inten- 
tion of embracing the Mohammedan faith than he had 
of committing suicide, he realized that, in order to 
gain time for his project, he must express a willing- 
ness to listen to all that the priest had to say. He 
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therefore greeted the latter courteously, declared 
himself honored by a visit from one so renowned, 
and, when the subject of religion was introduced, 
admitted a desire to study that of Islam with a view 
to comparing it with Christianity. 

Pleased and encouraged at finding so docile a 
pupil where he had expected to meet with decided 
opposition, the MoUah plunged heartily into his sub- 
ject, and began to expound the Koran from its very 
first paragraph. Billy appeared to listen intently to 
all that he said, but in reality his thoughts were far 
away. The sight of Ruth on that terrace had sug- 
gested a plan of escape for both of them that he 
could not dismiss from his mind, and the details of 
which he was anxious to perfect. 

Thus, after enduring the Mollah's presence and 
droning talk until he was nearly wild with impa- 
tience, he interrupted him to say that what he had 
already heard seemed of such importance as to de- 
mand time for careful consideration. 

Agreeing with this, the MoUah, after expressing a 
readiness to continue his religious instruction when- 
ever he should be requested to do so, finally took his 
departure. 

"Thank goodness, that business is ended!" ex- 
claimed Billy, with a sigh of relief, as he watched the 
old man out of sight. "And now for a plan of 
action." 






CHAPTER XXVn 

VLASSTSQ AS BSCAPB 

Billy's plan was simple enough in outline, but 
presented a vast nomber of di£5culties when ex- 
amined in detail. It was, that taking advantage of 
some fayorable opportunity when an American ship 
should be off the city, Ruth should again visit the 
terrace, lying just below the turret platform. From 
this Billy would lower a rope and draw her up to 
where he stood, after which they would make their 
way together out of the castle and to a boat that 
should be in waiting. To carry out this programme 
he must first communicate it to Ruth, which he hoped 
to do through Berith. Then the favorable oppor- 
tunity must be awaited, and when it came, notice of 
the exact hour set for her adventure must also be 
conveyed to the American girl. 

Then would come the critical moment in which 
she must elude those who watched the harem, and 
were responsible with their lives for the safe-keeping 
of its inmates. If she succeeded in gaining the 
terrace and joining Billy on his elevated platform, 
a disguise must be arranged and some plausible 
excuse invented for leaving the castle. If all this 
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could be accomplished, our lad felt little doubt of his 
ability to provide for the rest of the programme. At 
the same time, he well knew that if any part of it 
should fail, the lives of all concerned in the escape, 
including Ruth's and his own, would be seriously 
endangered. 

Still, if Ruth would consent to make the effort, he 
was fully determined to attempt it ; for he was certain 
that he would rather die at once than spend the 
remainder of his days in Tripoli, and equally certain 
that any fate would be preferable for the American 
girl to that now threatening her. 

Sidi was included in all his plans ; for Billy had 
made up his mind to take the Jewish lad back with 
him to America if possible. Thus he confided the 
entire programme of escape to his companion, who at 
once declared a willingness to assist in carrying it 
out. As the devoted fellow expressed it, " My life 
is yours to keep, to take, or to do with as seemeth to 
you best." 

It was a keen disappointment to Billy that their 
attempt could not be made while the President still 
lay in the harbor ; but that frigate took her departure 
immediately upon the exchange of prisoners being 
effected, and before he had time to communicate his 
plan to Ruth. So there was nothing to do but await 
as patiently as might be another opportunity, and a 
weary waiting it proved. 

Every day, and often several times during the 
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day, did the homesick lad climb to his turret roof, 
and gaze wistfully seaward ; but weeks and months 
passed without a sign of an American ship. Near 
the close of the year Billy learned that the President 
and JEnterprise had returned to the United States, 
leaving only the Philadelphia and Essex on the 
Mediterranean station. 

Had the American goyemment, in spite of its 
boasts, given over the attempt to punish the Barbary 
pirates? It would seem so, and so the Bashaw 
declared, when, in seasons of good humor, he taunted 
Billy with the cowardice of his countrymen, and 
commended him for leaving them to cast his lot with 
a brave people. He also expressed an impatience at 
the lad's delay in accepting the religion of Mohammed, 
and it required all the latter's tact to persuade him 
that he was studying the great question with due 
diligence. 

Several times during the winter one or both of the 
American frigates were seen off Tripoli ; but, as they 
did not come to anchor nor hold any communication 
with the city, Billy found no opportunity for putting 
his cherished scheme into execution. 

In the mean time he heard only once from Ruth, 
and then, in answer to a note unfolding his plan for 
their escape. Berith brought the brief message: 
" I will be ready." 

Finally with summer again well advanced, news 
was received that another American fleet had reached 
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the Mediterranean, and that it was of such formidable 
character as to have already reduced Morocco, Al- 
giers, and Tunis to terms. Again did Billy's heart 
beat high with hope, and again was a feverish activ- 
ity shown in strengthening the fortifications of the 
city. When, however, the American ships appeared 
in the roads, and the Bashaw examined them through 
a glass, he smiled contemptuously. " They are many 
and big," he said, gazing at the imposing sight of 
eight tall frigates and a schooner of war ; " but they 
cannot harm me. They are too big to come near 
the city, and they have no guns long enough to 
reach it. They are fools, and a wise man will profit 
by their folly." 

In this the Bashaw was right ; for while all of the 
squadron except the Enterprise were of too deep 
draught for effective service in the shallow waters of 
that coast, the heaviest guns with which they were 
armed were eighteen-pounders. The mistakes thus 
made were recognized, and remembered in America 
a year later. 

The little Enterprise alone manifested great 
activity in chasing gunboats, capturing or driving 
ashore coasting-vessels, and appearing in all sorts of 
unexpected places with a boldness that caused her to 
be more dreaded by the Tripolitans than all the rest 
of the fleet put together. As Billy still considered 
himself attached to this schooner, he watched her 
movements, whenever they were visible from his 
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turret, with keenest delight and listened with pride 
to stories of her daring. 

From the first appearance of the American ships, 
he sought anxiously for the opportunity he had 
awaited so long, and finally it came. Word was 
brought to the Bashaw that the American com- 
modore desired a personal interview with him for the 
purpose of arranging terms of peace. 

This request was granted,^ and it was planned that 
on a certain day the Enterprise^ bringing the Ameri- 
can officers, should enter the inner harbor, lie there 
unmolested while the negotiations were in progress, 
and be allowed to leave again in peace, no matter 
how they might terminate. Billy was informed of 
the details of this arrangement, because it was de- 
sired that he should act as interpreter ; but when he 
explained that if the Americans became aware of 
his presence in Tripoli, they would insist that he be 
handed over to them for punishment as a traitor, 
he was excused from serving. 

Finding that a dinner would be given the American 
officers in the evening, and that it would take place 
in a banquet hall surrounded by a latticed gallery, 
which would be occupied by the ladies of the house, 
our lad fixed upon that hour as the one for his hazard- 
ous venture. Of this he sent notice \o Ruth, through 
Berith, and then with Sidi's aid began his preparations. 

During his long period of ministering to the suf- 
fering among the slaves of Tripoli, Billy had won 'a 
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number of devoted friends, who would willingly risk 
much in his service. From these he now selected a 
youth named Maroc belonging to the household of 
one of the Bashaw's ministers to aid him. He did 
not disclose his project in full to Maroc, but merely 
requested him to visit the palace, at a certain hour, 
with an urgent message purporting to come from his 
master, and this the youth promised to do. 

The few valuables that Billy proposed to carry 
with him he placed in his medicine chest, and to it 
Sidi also intrusted a packet that he said contained 
a parting gift from his father. The young Jew then 
laid aside the distinctive garments of his race, and 
arrayed himself in the simple costume of a slave. 
With everything thus in readiness the two friends 
waited, in nervous impatience, the hour in which 
they were to risk everything for freedom. They sat 
in silence, each busy with his own thoughts, for their 
hearts were too full for words. 

At length the final prayer call of the day from the 
Muezzins announced that the time for action had 
arrived, and the young men started to their feet. 
Their hands met in a firm clasp. 

" Remember, Sidi, that what we are about to un- 
dertake is for liberty or death," said the young 
American, his voice trembling with emotion. 

" What is to be will be," replied the Jewish lad, 
calmly. "In any case, may the peace of God be 
with thee." 
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" And with thee," rejoined Billy. 

Then they ascended to the upper platform of the 
turret, taking with them only a light line, along the 
whole length of which knots had been tied at short 
intervals. 

There was no moon, but the night was beautifully 
starlit, and a silence, only broken by the occasional 
barking of a dog, brooded over the city. In the har- 
bor Billy could discern the lights of the Enterprise^ 
and he gazed at them with a swelling heart. 

Advancing to the edge of the platform, they looked 
down on the terrace lying but ten feet below them. 
It was silent and deserted, but even as they looked 
there came a slight rustle, and a dim figure moved 
swiftly across the flat roof in their direction. 

How thankful Billy now was for the wonderful 
strength of his arms which, developed when he was a 
cripple, had never since left him. He had already 
tested this strength with Sidi's weight, and knew that 
he was capable of pulling the young Jew up a much 
greater distance than that dividing the terrace from 
the turret platform. So, according to their rehearsed 
plan, he now dropped one end of the rope over the 
parapet, and held the other while Sidi slid down to 
the terrace. There he met Ruth, who had been told 
to expect him, seated her in a noose of the rope, and 
instructed her what to do. 

The poor girl was trembling so violently that she 
could not speak, but readily agreed to everything 
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that Sidi proposed, and was quickly prepared for the 
ascent. The Jewish lad gave a low-voiced signal, 
and then stood waiting while the girl was slowly but 
steadily drawn upward. He heaved a sigh of relief 
as she disappeared over the parapet, and he realized 
that what they had regarded as the most dangerous 
part of the undertaking had been safely accomplished. 
At that moment a slight sound caused him to turn 
quickly. To his dismay, he saw two dark figures 
appear above the terrace, across which they advanced 
swiftly, directly to where he was standing. 

As there was no possibility of escape, and as an 
outcry would only cause his companion to look over 
the parapet, with a certainty of being discovered, the 
brave fellow remained silently motionless. In another 
moment he was seized and hurried away by two of 
the eunuchs who guai'ded the harem, and who also did 
their work in silence. 

One of these had caught an indistinct vision of 
Ruth during her flight to the terrace, and, not know- 
ing whether she were a man or a woman, had sum- 
moned a fellow-guard to accompany him in pursuit. 
Now, believing Sidi to be the person who had been 
seen attempting to escape, they dragged him below, for 
examination as to what mischief he had been plotting. 

Thus it happened that when, a minute later, Billy 
Vance again flung down the rope, that Sidi might be 
drawn up, he was amazed and bewildered to find that 
the latter had disappeared. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 



FBEB FOB AN HOUR 



OvEEUTOYBD as Billy was to find Ruth Dean again 
safely beside him, and much as he had to say to her, 
he did not waste a moment in idle conversation, but 
showed her at once the way to his room. There he 
bade her assume the garments that Sidi had left for 
her use, while he remained to assist the young Jew 
in regaining the terrace platform. Thus, in less than 
two minutes after the girl's arrival on the platform, 
Billy had again flung down the rope and was 
anxiously wondering at Sidi's delay in making use 
of it. He called softly several times, thinking that 
possibly his companion had taken this opportunity 
for exploring the terrace, but received no answer. 

At length, alarmed that the young Jew neither 
appeared nor replied to his signals, Billy made fast 
his end of the rope, and, slipping over the parapet, 
let himself down to the terrace. This he explored 
from end to end, carefully feeling in all its dark 
comers, but only to be convinced that it was tenant- 
less. During his search he came to the opening that 
led below ) but ignorant of what might await him, 
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he dared not enter it. Besides, distressed as he was 
at Sidi's unaccountable disappearance, he knew that 
he owed his first duty to Ruth, and felt uneasy at 
having left her alone so long. 

So, with reluctant steps and a heavy heart, he 
returned to where the rope still hung, and drew him- 
self up hand over hand to the parapet. Having thus 
regained the turret platform, he was about to remove 
all traces of Ruth's method of escape by coiling the 
rope and flinging it as far as possible into a near-by 
garden; but with a thought of Sidi's dismay if he 
should return and find it gone he decided to let it 
remain where it was. 

As Billy drew near to his own room, he was startled 
by the sound of voices proceeding from it ; and when 
he pushed aside the curtain that hung before its 
entrance, he was for an instant amazed to see one 
whom he took to be Sidi calmly engaged in conver- 
sation with the slave Maroc. As he was about to 
demand an explanation, it suddenly occurred to him 
that the pretended Jew was Ruth disguised in Sidi's 
dress, and instead of speaking to her he turned to 
Maroc. 

" What brings you here at this hour?" he asked. 
"Is it a return of thy old malady?" 

" No, effendi," answered the slave. " It is not for 
myself that I have come, but on behalf of my master's 
chief steward, who lies grievously ill, and begs that 
you will attend him with all haste." 
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^Bat I haye no permission to leave the palace 
after nightfall." 

^ An order has been obtained, and is already in the 
hands of the guard." 

"Does it also name my assistant, this young Jew? 
Without him it would be useless for me to go." 

" That has been seen to, and his name appears on 
the permit." 

"Then will I go, for thy master's steward is a 
worthy man whose suffering I would gladly relieve. 
Thou also must accompany us to direct our steps." 

At this change of plan, Maroc looked, but did not 
express his surprise; for it had been arranged that 
he should remain behind, mingle with the palace 
slaves, enjoy a glimpse of the feast, and finally slip 
away unnoticed when the guests took their depart- 
ure. In that case, Sidi disguised as a slave would 
have accompanied the fugitives in his place. Now 
that plan had been modified and rendered even less 
liable to miscarry by the mysterious disappearance of 
the young Jew. 

Billy had no opportunity for explaining the situa- 
tion to Ruth, and merely bidding her to accompany 
him, the party set forth. Maroc led the way, our lad 
in the flowing white robes of a physician followed, 
and the dear girl toward whose escape from slavery 
all his efforts for more than a year had been directed, 
brought up the rear, carrying the medicine chest, as 
had been Sidi's custom. 
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They passed unquestioned until the outer entrance 
was gained, but here, with a sharp clash of steel, two 
crossed spears barred their way, and a harsh voice de- 
manded that they give an account of themselves. 

Maroc explained who they were, named their errand, 
and referred to tha permit for them to pass, that he 
had recently resigned at that very gate. To all this 
the officer listened attentively, and then, after identi- 
fying each of the three, allowed them to pass. 

" We may be detained several hours," said Billy, as 
he saluted the officer and passed out, " in which case 
I will beg your Highness to inform your successor 
of the midnight watch that our return is to be ex- 
pected." 

At length they were free, and the heart of the Ameri- 
can lad beat high with exultation at the thought. 
If only Sidi were with them ; but he was not, and the 
uncertainty regarding his disappearance saddened 
what would otherwise have been one of the most jubi- 
lant moments of Billy Vance's life. When they had 
gone a short distance Maroc left them to return to 
his place of servitude, while the two Americans di- 
rected their steps toward the water. 

Billy's plan was to find the boat that had brought 
Commodore Morris ashore, and which he knew would 
be in waiting. Of course an officer, probably a mid- 
shipman, possibly Biddle himself, would be in charge. 
Billy would tell him who they were, persuade him to 
hide them under the thwarts until the Enterprue was 
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reached, and then! — even in his thoughts our lad 
could not express the anticipated joy of the moment 
when, with Ruth Dean saved, he should again tread 
a deck shadowed bj the American flag. He outlined 
this plan to Rath as thej hastened through the nar- 
row streets ; while she in turn, between oft-repeated 
expressions of joy and thankfulness at having left 
the hated palace behind, told how she had eluded 
those who guarded the Bashaw's harem. 

Billy was by this time well acquainted with the 
labyrinth of alleys that constituted the street system 
of Tripoli, and so was able to lay a course for the 
point at which he was certain a boat from the Miter- 
prise would be found. As he had, however, only 
been permitted to go abroad through the city by day- 
light, he knew nothing of its condition at night, and 
was not prepared for the barrier of a stout g^te, 
which, completely closing the street they were trav- 
ersing, soon confronted them. As they could not 
pass this, they were obliged to turn back and seek 
some other way ; and it was not until they had made 
long detours around three such obstacles, that they 
finally reached the water front, more than an hour 
later than they had intended. 

The boat from the JEnterprise was not to be seen, 
nor could they find a trace of it in either direction. 
At length, when they were almost in despair, they 
stumbled across the small skiff of a fisherman, with 
its owner asleep in the bottom. Awakening him, 
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they learned that the boat belonging to the war-ship 
of the Americans had taken its departure some time 
since. 

" Then," said Billy, with the tone of one having 
authority, " you must carry us off to that war-ship, for 
I have a box here, left in the palace by one of the 
Christians, which the Bashaw has ordered me to 
return to its owner." 

The man hesitated, and was on the point of refusal, 
when Billy added : " I will pay fifty piastres for the 
service; but you must make speed, or the ship will 
be gone." 

" If it were not for the boats of the harbor guard," 
muttered the man. 

"I will give one hundred piastres," cried Billy. 
" Fifty now, and fifty more when we reach the ship." 
With this he displayed a handful of silver coins. 

" The good that is sent by Allah may not be thrown 
in his teeth," said the man. " If your Highness will 
enter the boat, I will do what I can ; but all the risk 
must be upon your own head." 

So the fifty piastres were paid, and the fugitives set 
forth on the third stage of their flight, guided by the 
lights of the Enterprise^ that still showed. 

They had covered about half the distance to her, 
and Billy was encouraging the trembling girl at his 
side with assurances that in a few minutes all would 
be well with them, when a series of ominous sounds 
broke upon the stillness of the night. The hoisting 
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** A messenger frx:»m the Bashaw to yonder ship,** 
answered Billy, bjLHy, *^and I command yon to let 
me pass under penalty of our master's wrath." 

The officer of the guard-boat put out a hand and 
drew the stem of the skiff close beside him. 

** Is it not the Christian who serves the Bashaw as 
Iiealer of his slaves?" 

** I am he," answered Billy, perceiving the futility 
of attempting to conceal his identity. 

** And with him is the Jew who acts as his assist- 
ant/' continued the officer, peering keenly at Ruth. 
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" Truly it is my assistant, and now that you know 
who I am, you will let me proceed upon our master's, 
business ; for with further delay the American ship 
will be gone, and may not be overtaken." 

" No, she may not be overtaken," replied the officer, 
significantly, "and as you may see, she is already in 
motion." 

This was only too true ; for as Billy looked toward 
the Enterprise^ her lights disappeared, and the dark 
form that meant life and liberty to our fugitives 
slowly melted into the blackness of the night. 

Billy Vance uttered a groan and buried his face in 
his hands, while a half-smothered sob came from the 
place occupied by Ruth Dean. At the same time the 
officer commanding the guard-boat ordered the fish- 
erman to turn his skiff and pull toward shore. 

This was instantly done, and side by side the two 
crafts made their way back to the hated city. During 
the few minutes that intervened before the landing, 
the two fugitives, who must now consider themselves 
prisoners, exchanged no word, but sitting with hand 
clasped in hand, they dumbly awaited whatever fate 
might hold in store for them. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

"I LOVE YOU, AND ALWAYS SHALL" 

Never in his life had oar lad experienced a feeling 
of such utter despair as he did upon again reaching 
the detested city of his slavery, with his carefully 
laid plans for escape come to naught. Bitterest of 
all was the reflection that he had involved others in 
his own ruin. Through his failure Ruth who had 
trusted him, aud the Jewish lad who had aided him, 
were now in an infinitely worse plight than they 
would have been if he had never come into their lives. 
As the skiff gained a landing, these thoughts found 
expression in a groan. 

At this the girl by his side clasped his hand more 
closely, and said, in a low tone : " Don't take it so to 
heart, Billy. You have done what seemed best, and 
I am sure no one else would have succeeded half so 
well. You are a dear brave boy, and I love you. If 
we are separated never to meet again, always remem- 
ber that." 

There was no time to reply, for at that moment 
they were bidden to step ashore, and the oflBcer of the 
guard-boat ordered one of his men to search them for 
weapons. None being found, he said to his crew : — 
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"Await bere my return, while I conduct these 
prisoners to a place of safety." Then ostentatiously 
cocking a pistol, he bade the two precede him into 
the city, while he followed closely. When they bad 
thus traversed about half the distance to the castle, 
the officer called a halt, and said to Billy : — 

" EfEendi, you do not know me, but I know you, 
and am deeply in thy debt. I have a friend whom I 
love as a brother. Not long ago he lay dangerously 
ill, and you saved his life, so that I still enjoy his 
friendship. I know that you were endeavoring to 
escape to the ship of your country. I know also that 
if this thing comes to the ears of our master, thy life 
and that of this Jew will be forfeited. At the same 
time, remembering my indebtedness, I cannot have 
thy blood upon my head. Therefore, go thy ways in 
peace, and may Allah guard thy footsteps." 

With this, to the amazement of his prisoners, the 
officer abruptly left them, and disappeared in the 
direction from which they had come. For a moment 
the two stood bewildered and uncertain, finding it 
difficult to realize that they were again free. Then, 
with renewed hope, they began to discuss their situa- 
tion in an effort to decide what was best to be done. 

" It would be useless to make another attempt to 
gain the American ships," said Billy, " since it will 
soon be daylight, and the harbor swarms with guard- 
boats. Besides, I gave that fisherman my last cent, 
and have no money left for bribery. I might return 
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to the castle ; but you — Oh, Ruth, what is to be- 
come of you ? " 

"Might I not go to Berith?" suggested the girl. 
"I am almost sure she would hide me until you 
could make some other plan for escape." 

"Undoubtedly she would," replied Billy; "but 
if Sidi has been captured, as I greatly fear, his pres- 
ence on the terrace is certain to be connected with 
your disappearance, and the house of Moussa will be 
almost the first place searched. Besides, the gate to 
the Mella is closed, and will not be opened until 
after suniise." 

"Then what can we do?" cried the girl, in 
despair. 

" The only thing I can suggest, is to return to tho 
palace, and take up again the life of slavery that we 
thought we had put behind us forever." 

" Oh, I can't, I can't ! " sobbed Ruth. 

" There is no other way that I can think of," said 
Billy, gloomily. 

Finally the girl yielded, and the two sadly retraced 
their steps to the gilded prison house that, filled with 
high hopes, they had so recently left. 

Their coming being expected, they had no diflfi- 
culty in passing the guard at the entrance, and soon 
found themselves on the turret platform, where Ruth, 
laying aside her disguise, appeared once more in the 
costume of a harem slave. The rope that had been 
left on the chance of Sidi wanting it still hung over 
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the parapet. By it Ruth was to be lowered to the 
terrace, from which she must make her perilous way 
alone to the place assigned her. 

For the two young souls standing on that lofty 
height in the darkness which immediately precedes 
dawn, the moment of parting was very solemn as well 
as pathetic in its sadness. The sole representatives 
of their people in all that strange land, surrounded 
by enemies and deadly perils, that they would gladly 
have faced together, their only chance of safety lay 
in a separation that bade fair to be unending. 

" I don't take back one word of what I said in the 
boat," sobbed the girl. 

"And I, Ruth, love you, and always have loved 
you, and always shall," declared Billy, vehemently. 

" Here is your half of the dollar," continued Ruth ; 
"and I want mine back. You can't think what a 
comfort it has been to me through all these weary 
months." 

With this the two again exchanged the silver 
tokens of their friendship, and strengthened each 
other with promises that (D. V.) the halves of the 
coin should sometime be reunited. 

Then Ruth said bravely : " When you find another 
chance to escape from this dreadful place, you must 
take it without waiting for me." 

" I will not leave it without you," rejoined Billy. 

" Oh, yes, you must. But I want you to promise 
that you will never tell papa what has become of 
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me. It is much better for liim to think of me as 
having been lost at sea with dear aunty." 

"I will not tell him, until you are again safe in 
his arms ; for you shall be saved, Ruth. You must 
be. I have pledged my life to that end, and will 
never rest from trying, until it is accomplished." 

At this moment a call from the nearest minaret, 
taken up and repeated from tower to tower, in all 
parts of the city, announced the coming of day. 
There was no longer time for words, but, with a 
quick embrace and a hasty kiss, the parting was 
effected. In another minute, the girl had been safely 
lowered to the terrace, and with one farewell upward 
glance, sped like a shadow across its flat surface. 

With a heart heavy as lead, Billy Vance stood 
motionless, watching her until she disappeared. 
" Perhaps gone to her death," he said to himself ; 
"and it may be weeks before I learn her fate." 

So it proved ; for not daring to betray his knowl- 
edge of the fact that an American girl was detained 
in the palace, by asking questions, Billy was obliged 
to depend solely upon Berith for any news from the 
harem, and it was several months before the Jewish 
maiden was again summoned to it. This was taken 
to be a sign that her brother had been found within 
the forbidden precinct, and had paid the penalty 
with his life; but none dared ask concerning him, 
and nothing was ever known. 

As a matter of precaution, BiUy reported to the 
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authorities the disappearance of his assistant, and 
was gravely told that every effort would be made to 
discover him, but that was all. So the fate of the 
brave lad remained one of the tragic mysteries that 
are so common in Oriental countries, and Billy Vance 
could only mourn the loss of his friend in secret, or 
upon the very infrequent visits that he dared pay to 
the house of Moussa, the Jew. 

It was six months after the disastrous failure of 
his plan to escape, ere he learned from Berith that 
she had again been to the palace and there caught a 
glimpse of the American girl, but had not found an 
opportunity for speaking with her. 

Still to learn that Ruth was yet alive, and an in- 
mate of the palace, lifted a great weight of fear from 
Billy's mind, and almost restored him to cheerfulness. 

In the mean time the American squadron, from 
which so much was hoped and expected, had again 
withdrawn, leaving only the Enterprise and one 
other vessel to maintain the blockade, since owing 
to the preposterous demands of the Bashaw, all 
peace negotiations had failed. In defiance of this 
slender force the Bashaw ordered his largest frigate 
to put to sea, which she forthwith proceeded .to do ; 
but, as her officers were better acquainted with 
American methods than he was, they deferred their 
sailing until nightfall. Even this did not serve 
them, for they were discovered at daylight by the 
little JEnterprise^ which immediately gave chase and 
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cornered them in a narrow bay some twenty miles to 
the eastward of Tripoli. 

While the schooner was signalling her consort to 
come to her assistance, a flotilla of gunboats stole 
down the coast to the aid of the Tripolitan, and a 
large force of cavalry gathered on the shore close at 
hand. At half-past eight in the morning the two 
American vessels stood boldly into the bay and 
opened fire. Forty-five minutes later the Bashaw's 
frigate blew up with a terrible explosion, and was 
totally destroyed. 

This incident threw the Bashaw into such savage 
humor that for months Billy Vance dared not appear 
in his presence, nor do anything to remind the tyrant 
of his existence. During this time he busied himself 
with the study of medicine, navigation, languages, 
and whatever else he could find in books that formed 
part of the plunder captured by Tripolitan pirates. 
These he easily secured because no one else wanted 
them. 

So our lad entered upon the third year of his cap- 
tivity. A moustache had appeared on his upper lip, 
his Arabic was fluent, he had almost forgotten how to 
dress in any but Turkish garments, and he was recog- 
nized as the leading medical authority in Tripoli. 
Of Ruth Dean he only knew that she was still an 
inmate of the palace; and though he had formed 
many plans for her escape, they had all been aban- 
doned as hopeless. War with the United States 
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still dragged on, but nothing decisive had been done, 
and the Tripolitans were of the belief that it was 
only a question of time when the payment of tribute 
would be resumed. 

Suddenly and unexpectedly as a clap of thunder 
from a clear sky, an event took place that not only 
confirmed them in this belief, but filled our young 
American with direst dismay. This was nothing 
more nor less than the capture of the Philadelphia^ 
one of the finest frigates of the United States navy, 
together with twenty-two oflScers and three hundred 
men. But how this most surprising disaster came 
about, and its effect on the fortunes of our hero, 
must be told in another chapter. 



CHAPTER XXX 

THE BASHAW GAINS AN AMBEIOAN FRIGATE 

The American squadron sent to the Mediterrar 
nean in the year 1803 for the subjugation of the 
Barbary pirates was the most effective yet seen in 
those waters. It was under command of Commo- 
dore Edward Preble, and consisted of the frigates 
Constitution and Philadelphia, the brigs Siren and 
Argus, the schooners Enterprise, Nautilus, Vixen, 
and Scourge, besides two bomb-vessels and six gun- 
boats, which were chartered from the king of Sicily. 
While the larger part of this fleet was operating 
against Morocco, Algiers, and Tunis, all of which 
states had again violated their solemn treaties, the 
Philadelphia and Vixen were detailed to blockade 
the port of Tripoli until such time as greater atten- 
tion could be directed to that quarter. 

Although warned by the recent loss of a frigate 
that attempts to evade this blockade were dangerous, 
the Bashaw refused to give them over, and one day 
late in October the Vixen started in pursuit of a 
corsair that had stolen out of the harbor during the 
night. Two days later she had not returned, and as 
the Philadelphia was working back to the station 
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from which she had been driven by a gale, an 
armed xebec was discovered attempting to gain the 
port. To this • craft the frigate immediately gave 
chase. 

The nature of the North African coast was at that 
time very little known, except to the natives, since 
the Turks would not chart it themselves, nor allow 
others to do so. Thus those on board the Phila- 
delphia had no knowledge of the terrible submerged 
Kalinsa reef, extending for miles to the eastward of 
Tripoli, and lying so far off shore as to leave a broad 
channel between it and the mainland. As the flying 
xebec entered this channel at its eastern end, the 
frigate followed, under all plain sail; but with 
quartermasters in the chains to heave the lead and 
report soundings every few seconds. 

For several miles all went well, the lead gave a 
constant depth of from eight to fifteen fathoms, and 
the chase was slowly but surely being overhauled. 
When she was deemed within range of the frigate's 
bow-guns, a couple of solid shot were hurled after 
her. As these did no damage, and the city was now 
less than three miles away, it was seen that the 
corsair would gain the harbor before she could be over- 
taken. So Captain Bainbridge reluctantly issued 
orders to give over the pursuit and again stand out 
to sea. The helm was put down, courses were hauled, 
yards braced, and the tall ship, heeling gracefully to 
the breeze, was headed off shore in the direction of 
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what was supposed to be deep water. But between 
her and it lay the unseen and unsuspected reef so 
cunningly hidden that not so much as a ripple be- 
trayed its presence. 

" Eight fathom/' droned a quartermaster. 

" By the mark seven," called another a few seconds 
later in a sharper tone, and the officers pricked up 
their ears. 

" Six and a half ! " came the startling cry in an- 
other moment. 

" Port your helm I Hard aport ! " ordered Cap- 
tain Bainbridge. 

Lee braces were instantly manned, and almost before 
the necessary orders had left the officer's lips, the 
great fabric, trembling like a racer sharply reined, 
flew into the wind's eye, but still holding dangerous 
headway. 

" One can't be too cautious in these pirate waters," 
said Captain Bainbridge, addressing Lieutenant 
David Porter, ."and — " 

At this moment he was interrupted by an ominous 
grating sound that chilled the blood of every hearer. 
The next instant the ship struck with a shock that 
flung men to the deck, caused the stout masts to 
creak and bend as though they were about to go by 
the board, and shot the frigate's bow high out of 
water. 

In a second of time the superb ship had become 
a helpless wreck, held fast in the vise-like grip of 
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a reef, which, as the tide was falling, strengthened 
its clutch with each passing minute. 

In vain were guns, anchors, shot, and cables thrown 
overboard. In vain was the water started and the 
foremast cut away. The Philadelphia remained im- 
movable, and after awhile careened with the ebbing 
tide until she lay on her beam ends. 

Long before this her sorry plight had become 
known in the city, where the populace swarmed to 
their housetops to gloat over her, and whence a 
flotilla of gunboats was sent out for her destruction. 
These lay at a respectful distance, like a pack of 
coward jackals surrounding a wounded lion, and 
opened an ineffective fire. As it could not be re- 
turned, they became bolder and ventured closer 
until at length their shot fell on board, and white 
splinters began to sweep the frigate's decks. Then, 
seeing that he lay conapletely at the mercy of the 
pirates, and in order to save the lives of his crew, 
Captain Bainbridge hauled down his flag. 

Upon this the Tripolitans swarmed on board, and 
fierce-visaged men armed to the teeth clambered by 
hundreds over the frigate's side. As they gained 
her deck, they at once began an indiscriminate plun- 
dering of officers and men, snatching swords, epau- 
lets, watches, trinkets, and clothing from individuals, 
and compelling them to turn their pockets inside 
out. They ransacked cabins and staterooms, rifling 
chests, drawers, and other receptacles, until they 
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were laden with all they could carry. The unfort- 
unate Americans, overpowered and helpless, were 
forced to endure these things in silence, since resist- 
ance would only have sealed their destruction. 

Finally, half naked, and shivering in the chill of 
night that had descended on the lawless scene, the 
prisoners were ordered into boats, and taken to the 
city, where they were greeted by the frenzied pop- 
ulace with the most extravagant demonstrations of 
joy. Fires blazed, torches waved, guns were fired, 
and the frantic Arabs yelled themselves hoarse at 
the unprecedented sight of more than three hundred 
American captives who had fallen into their hands 
without the cost of a single life. 

Although it was now ten o'clock at night, the 
Bashaw was so desirous of gazing upon his prisoners, 
that, escorted by a strong force of cavalry, they were 
marched through the densely crowded streets to 
the palace. There in his great council chamber, sur- 
rounded by an imposing retinue of ministers, offi- 
cers, and guards, the ruler of Tripoli awaited their 
coming. After being sufficiently gloated over and 
sharply questioned, the captives were given a supper, 
and led away to the quarters assigned them, the 
seamen to the common prison of the city, and their 
officers to the building formerly occupied as an 
American Consulate. 

Early that morning Billy Vance, in accordance 
with his usual custom, had ascended to his turret 
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platform, in hopes of catching a glimpse of one of 
the American ships. By this time he had acquired 
a glass, and, while sweeping the horizon with it, he 
discovered the Philadelphia and her chase. For an 
hour he watched them, and then, to his dismay, saw 
the frigate alter her course so as to head directly 
for the Kalinsa. He had long before learned of the 
existence of this reef, and now, in his excitement, 
he waved his arms and yelled frantic warnings to 
his countrymen three miles away. When the great 
ship struck, and remained motionless, he could not 
believe that she was actually aground, but stared 
blankly, as though expecting, with each moment, to 
see her resume her course. From his stupefaction he 
was roused by a voice close at hand, exclaifaing : — 

" Great is Allah, and greatly to be praised I Now 
has He indeed delivered the Giaours into the hands 
of those who serve Him." 

Turning quickly, Billy was dismayed to find himself 
in the presence of the Bashaw, who, provided with a 
powerful glass, was closely studying the position of 
the unfortunate frigate. Our lad would have quietly 
withdrawn, but the other intercepted his movement, 
saying : — 

" Stay, Christian I It is my wish that you witness 
to the end this miracle worked by the Prophet for 
the glory of Allah and the benefit of true believers. 
When it is finished, then shall I expect that, without 
further delay, you will declare for the Faith." 
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With this the Bashaw again turned to the ship, 
uttering from time to time exclamations of fierce joy- 
as he noted the fruitless efforts of her crew to extri- 
cate themselves from their unhappy predicament. 
From another comer of the platform Billy also 
watched, but with a heavy heart ; and so these two 
passed the greater part of that memorable day. 

Being commanded to attend in the council cham- 
ber that evening, and witness the full humiliation of 
his countrymen, Billy did so, but kept as much as 
possible in the background to avoid being recognized. 
Fortunately he was not called upon to act as inter- 
preter on this occasion, that oflSce being filled by a 
Scotchman named Lisle, who had embraced Moham- 
medanism, and risen to a command in the Bashaw's 
navy. 

It was a trying ordeal for our lad ; but his heart 
was thrilled at sight of those fearless American faces, 
and by the sound of his native tongue. He longed 
to rush forward and proclaim himself as one of them ; 
but the thought that he might be better able to serve 
them by retaining his present position restrained him. 

So he only scanned eagerly the countenances of 
the captives, hoping to recognize among them a famil- 
iar face; but he was too far from them for a good 
view, and did not succeed in identifying any except 
Captain Bainbridge and Lieutenant Porter. 

Several of the officers had received hurts from fly- 
ing splinters during the bombardment of the Philor 
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delphia by the gunboats, but the slight wounds thus 
gained had not yet been cared for. Noting this, the 
Bashaw asked if there had been no surgeon aboard 
the wrecked frigate. He was answered that there 
was one, but in the excitement of the moment the 
injuries received had been deemed too slight to call 
for immediate treatment, and that later the surgeon 
had been compelled to leave the ship without any of 
the articles used in his profession. 

" Then," said the Bashaw, magnanimously, " I will 
send my own physician to attend such of my Ameri- 
can friends as are wounded." 

Billy saw smiles and meaning looks exchanged 
between the captives when this was translated to 
them, and readily divined what they were saying to 
one another concerning Turkish medicos in general, 
and the one who was to visit them in particular. 
When, therefore, he was ordered to follow them to 
their quarters and minister to their hurts, he won- 
dered not a little as to the nature of his reception. 
He also wondered if it would not be best to conceal 
his identity, at least for the present, since he strangely 
suspected the Bashaw's object in sending him to 
them was to test his loyalty, and that his behavior 
while with the captives would be closely watched. 

As one of the charlatan doctors of the palace, 
whom he regarded as an enemy, was detailed to 
accompany him, he became convinced that this was 
the case. Therefore, he decided to appear before the 
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Americans only as a Turkish physician, finish his 
business with them as quickly as possible, and defer 
until a more favorable time the revelation of his 
true character. 

To carry out this scheme, he provided himself with 
a pair of spectacles ; and, concealing the lower por- 
tion of his face in the folds of his caic, was ready to 
set forth. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

BIDDLB AND THE BLOOMING TUBK 

Accompanied by torch-bearers, and surrounded by 
a guard of soldiers, which was as necessary for pro- 
tection on that night of wild excitement as it was to 
force a passage through the packed streets of the 
city, Billy Vance made his slow way to the prison 
house of the American officers. 

In spite of the lateness of the hour, these were 
still so wrought up by the events of the day as to be 
unable to sleep, and were gathered in the largest room 
at their disposal, gloomily discussing their distressing 
situation. At one side, a little aloof from the others, 
stood Captain Bainbridge, with folded arms, aiid face 
expressive of anguish. He had lost his ship through 
no fault of his own ; but would that fact be recog- 
nized at home? If not, he would undoubtedly be 
dismissed from the service, and disgraced for life. 

It is pleasant to note that the court subsequently 
convened to investigate the loss of the Philadelphia^ 
completely exonerated Captain Bainbridge from all 
blame, and upon his return to the United States he 
was received with honor. 

As he could not gaze into the future, however, and 
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as no cheering ray from it could illumine the dark- 
ness of the present, the brave commander was, at the 
time of Billy's visit, in a state of despondency, from 
which the efforts of Lieutenant Porter, who stood 
close at hand, failed to arouse him. The others stood 
or sat about the room in little groups, talking in low 
tones, and wondering what disposition would be made 
of them by the Bashaw. 

When the physician of the palace was announced, 
conversation ceased, and all eyes were turned upon 
the newcomer. There was nothing in his appear- 
ance to suggest that he was other than what he 
seemed, namely, a Turk of the better class, since he 
was robed in full Turkish costume of white turban, 
caic, and caftan. His legs below the knees were 
bare, and he wore pointed yellow slippers. Con- 
cealed beneath his flowing outer robes were other 
vestments, gorgeous in color and embroidery, while 
about his waist, but also hidden from view, was a 
broad girdle of crimson silk. Embarrassing as the 
situation was for our lad, his heart overflowed with 
joy, at finding himself, once more among his country- 
men, and he gazed eagerly at the resolute face of 
Lieutenant Porter, who, as will be remembered, vras 
executive ofiScer of the Enterprise during Billy's short 
term of service aboard that plucky little schooner. 
For a moment he imagined this gentleman to be the 
only one present whom he knew. Then he was 
startled by hearing a familiar voice call out: — 
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" Say, Doc, why don't you step forward and extend 
the right hand of fellowship to your African col- 
league ? " 

"He's no colleague of mine," retorted Surgeon 
Ridgely. " And I'll be hanged if I have anything to 
do with him." 

" You'll probably be hanged if you don't," laughed 
the other ; " for he's a most ferocious appearing black- 
guard. Looks as though he wouldn't hesitate a 
moment to eat an American, blood, bones, and all. 
Hello, Tod, he's looking at you. Step right up and 
defy the villi-an by letting him dress your wound." 

" I'm game to do it if you will," rejoined Midship- 
man Tod Patterson, " only my wound, as you call it, 
is a mere scratch, while yours looks to be more 
serious." 

" Nonsense I It's nothing at all ; but I'm with you ; 
so walk up and face the music. I only hope he won't 
turn you into a greater idiot than you are by the 
exercise of his black art I Hurry, or he'll be gone. 
Don't you see he's spreading his magic carpet in 
readiness to fly away? Be careful not to step on it, 
or you'll go too." 

"I wonder if those attendants are genii in dis- 
guise," suggested another. 

" No, they are only * supers,' " growled Surgeon 
Ridgely, " brought in for effect, since the whole sci- 
ence of medicine as understood by these beastly 
Turks is a roaring farce. I doubt if this duffer does 
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a thing besides mutter incantations. But give him 
a chance, gentlemen, to show what he can do, while 
I stand by to interfere if he attempts anything 
serious." 

In the mean time two slaves had, as was customary, 
spread a bit of carpet on the floor, opened Billy's 
medicine chest, and laid out in order a number of 
articles that he might need. Then they retired. 

" Rather a neat-looking outfit," commented the sur- 
geon. "Wonder where he stole it? Shows him to 
be a shrewd chap to make such a display. All done 
for effect, though, as, of course, he can't have any 
idea of the use of those things. By Jove I " he ex- 
claimed a few minutes later, as Billy finished oper- 
ating on Midshipman Patterson. "That's a neat 
bandage. Couldn't have done better myself. This 
bare-legged chap has picked up a smattering of sur- 
gery, somewhere, after all. Don't know about allow- 
ing him to experiment with Biddle though ; for his 
is a more serious case." 

" Guess I'll risk it," laughed he of the voice that 
had sounded so familiar to Billy Vance. " To be 
operated on by a bloody Barbary pirate, who would 
much rather cut nfy head off than cure it, will be an 
experience to relate at home." 

With this, a blood-besmeared young fellow, whose 
head was encircled by a rude bandage that had evi- 
dently been hastily improvised, stepped forth. 

" Now, Abdallah, or Ilamet, or Haroun al Raschid, 
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or whatever else your barbaric name is, fire away and 
do your worst," he said, looking with a grin at the 
spectacles of the Bashaw's medical adviser. " Oh ! 
wouldn't I just like to kick the stuffing out of your 
bare shins, and teach you to dance a can-can in those 
yellow toothpicks," he added in suave accents, at 
the same time making a profound bow. 

Billy could not repress a smile ; and, as the 
young scapegrace saw it, he winked to his com- 
rades. " That's the way to fix 'em," he said. " This 
Turkish bugaboo thinks I'm paying him compli- 
ments." 

So this was the meeting between Billy Vance 
and his chum of the Enterprise^ Midshipman James 
Biddle, that the former had so often imagined with 
longing anticipations. Until that moment he had 
not recognized Biddle, and now his hands trembled 
as he began to loosen the bandage, in order to ex- 
amine the jagged, deep scalp wound from which his 
friend was suffering. 

" Ow ! Steady, you lubber I I mean your blooming 
Highness and Sheik of many thieves!" exclaimed 
Biddle, wincing as his raw wound was exposed. 

Upon this Billy braced himself with an effort, 
tried to forget who his patient really was, and pro- 
ceeded to dress the hurt with such skill and delicacy 
as to call forth approbation even from Surgeon 
Ridgely, who carefully watched each movement. 

*' It is simply wonderful ! " he cried ; " those stitches 
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were taken as neatly as though the trick had been 
learned in a Philadelphia hospital." 

By this time the other officers were crowding 
around and regarding Billy's work with decided 
interest. Finally, when the wound had been cleaned, 
sewn up, anointed with an aromatic salve, and neatly 
bandaged, the young operator turned to his assistant, 
who was now the only native in the room, and gave 
him an order in Arabic. As the man hesitated to 
obey it, Billy stamped his foot and made a gesture 
so full of menace that the other hastily fled and dis- 
appeared. 

Then, no longer able to restrain himself, our lad 
flung his arms about Biddle's neck with a torrent of 
words that were so mingled with sobs and laughter 
as to be unintelligible. 

" Hold on I Hands off I Help 1 I say, this disgust- 
ting pirate is choking me I " yelled the latter, strug- 
gling to free himself from the embrace. 

Before any one could touch him, Billy loosed his 
hold, tore off turban and spectacles, caic and caftan, 
and, to the utter amazement of all present, cried out 
in unmistakable English : — 

"Don't you know me, Jim Biddle? Don't you 
recognize your old messmate of the JEnterprise f 

For a moment Midshipman Biddle stared in blankest 
incredulity at the gorgeously clad figure before him. 
Then as the bewildering truth forced itself into his 
mind, he uttered a shout of delighted recognition. 
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" Billy Vance, or I'm a tinker I Hold me tight, some- 
body, quick 1 Billy Vance off on leave, and turned 
into a blooming Turk? Oh, you villain I If you don't 
deserve the soundest kind of a thrashing for practis- 
ing such a low-down trick on ofiScers of the United 
States navy, and I've a mind to give it to you this 
very minute. The cheek ! The audacity I Rigged 
out in a nightshirt, flying the colors of a medico, and 
playing us off for a lot of hayseeds ! Yes, I must do 
it." 

With this the harum-scarum fellow would have 
attempted to carry his threat into execution then 
and there, had he not been interrupted by Lieu- 
tenant Porter, who, with the others, had gazed in 
amazement on these remarkable proceedings. Now 
stepping hastily forward, he said: — 

" Hold on, Mr. Biddle ; if I remember rightly, I have 
already had to warn you against fighting with this 
young gentleman." Then, turning to Billy with out- 
stretched hand he exclaimed : " Can it be possible that 
you are Midshipman William Vance of the EnterpriBe^ 
who left that schooner more than two years ago on a 
leave of absence, and has not since been heard from 
until this moment?" 

"I believe I am, sir," replied Billy, his voice husky 
and choking with joyful emotion. 

"But how in the name of all that is improbable 
do you happen to be here at this time and in this 
disguise ? " 
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As Billy knew that his unwelcome assistant would 
shortly returai, he condensed his narrative into the 
fewest possible words and gave an outline of his 
adventures up to date. 

" But why this disguise, and this playing at doctor? 
Why did you not declare yourself openly at once ? " 

"Because I believed I could serve you and the 
American cause better, by retaining my position in 
the palace than by joining in your captivity, greatly 
as I should prefer to do the latter. I believe so still, 
and beg that you will treat me with apparent contempt, 
which I will in turn report to the Bashaw. I will, 
however, keep in constant communication with you, 
and stand ready to assist in any plan that you may 
suggest. Now, I must resume my disguise, as you 
call it, though I have worn it so long that it seems a 
very proper costume ; for my assistant, who is really 
a spy on my actions, may return at any moment. He 
is a genuine Turkish quack, and I have sent him for 
some of his own medicines, which I shall prescribe for 
my patient here ; but which, at the same time, I would 
advise him not to take." 

"Thanks," said Biddle ; "and I'd see you hanged 
before I'd take 'em, anyhow." 

In the fulness of his joy Billy only laughed at this 
old-time outburst, as he again adjusted his turban 
and spectacles. Then he was formally presented to 
Captain Bainbridge, who expressed great satisfaction 
at finding so valuable an ally in the enemies' camp. 
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" Could you manage to get a letter to Commodore 
Preble ? " he asked. 

" I am not sure, sir ; but I think I could." 

" Very well. I shall probably prepare one for you 
to deliver, if possible, within a few days." 

At this moment Billy's assistant returned, and his 
intercourse with his countrymen was ended for the 
present. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

A CONFLICT BETWEEN LOVE AND DUTY 

Acting upon the suggestion that Billy had just 
given them, the American oflBcers at once began to 
treat him with well-feigned aversion and distrust. 
Biddle even went so far as to shake a fist at him 
behind his back, and make other gestures expressive 
of the utmost contempt. When a native decoction 
brought by the assistant was produced and handed 
to the quick-witted fellow, with instructions concern- 
ing its use, he insolently poured it on the floor, and, 
announcing that though he might be hanged, he did 
not propose to be poisoned, if he knew it, turned his 
back with a further muttering of vague threats. 
Nor could Billy induce a third man who bore the 
marks of a flying splinter to accept his services. In- 
stead of so doing this individual applied to Surgeon 
Ridgely, who, coolly appropriating such things as he 
needed from the open medicine chest, dressed the 
wound himself. 

" It is useless for us to remain here longer," said 
Billy to his assistant, with simulated anger. "As 
you see, these Christians will accept no service from 
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me, and I will not stay to be insulted. Let us then 
return whence we came." 

With this the two left the room, amid contempt- 
uous laughter and jeering remarks, the tone of which 
was readily appreciated by the Turk. 

So he, as well as Billy, reported to the Bashaw 
that the Americans would have nothing to do with 
a renegade from their own ranks: at which the 
Tripolitan ruler was mightily pleased. 

So convinced was he by this incident that our lad 
was now bound to his service by unbreakable ties, 
that he ordered him to frequent the company of the 
captives, and make daily reports of their conversation 
— a mission that Billy accepted gladly though with 
great pretended reluctance. While the American 
seamen were at once set to work at rigging, caulking, 
and repairing the Tripolitan fighting ships, as well 
as at strengthening the fortifications, their oflBcers, 
for whom an enormous ransom was expected, were 
for a time treated with great leniency, being even 
allowed to ride out into the suburbs under guard, and 
spend many hours in the groves by which the city was 
surrounded. Billy Vance always accompanied these 
excursions ; and, under pretence of angry recrimi- 
nation enjoyed much pleasant intercourse with his 
friends. Thus he would remark in a grieved tone 
to Biddle : — 

"I say, old man, you can't imagine my delight 
at having you with me once more." Whereupon 
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the other, with a fierce expression of countenance, 
would reply : — 

" Don't mention it, my dear fellow. You know I 
am always willing to oblige my friends. But tell me 
some more about Blount. He must have been an 
awfully clever chap, and I wish I could have known 
him. The way he took the wind of that Johnny at 
the spread was fine." 

Although the light-hearted and irresponsible 
" reefers " could thus extract pleasure from their 
situation, their elders were constantly planning for 
the future, and engaged in many an anxious consul- 
tation concerning it. Their mental distress was 
increased shortly after the loss of the Philadelphia^ 
by seeing that beautiful frigate hauled off the reef 
by the Tripolitans and towed to an anchorage in 
front of the Bashaw's castle. 

Before surrendering. Captain Bainbridge had 
caused holes to be bored in her bottom, and ordered 
her pumps to be choked, so that if she should be 
hauled into deep water, she would sink. He also 
had her magazines flooded, and took such other pre- 
cautions as time would permit, to render her useless 
to the enemy. 

They, however, at once, went skilfully to work to 
save her, plugged the holes, fitted new pumps, car- 
ried heavy anchors out astern, and two days after the 
disaster, aided by a spring tide, which, together with 
a strong northerly wind, caused unusually high 
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water, succeeded in getting her once more afloat. 
Then they raised the guns, anchors, and shot, that 
had been thrown overboard, and replaced her power- 
ful batteries. 

Thus reequipped and anchored in the inner harbor, 
amid a fleet of cruisers, gunboats, and other armed 
vessels, she formed a formidable addition to the de- 
fences of the city. The Bashaw never tired of gazing 
at and gloating over her, while to see their proud 
frigate thus humiliated under the pirate flag of the 
crescent was more galling to the Americans than 
anything else they were called upon to bear. 

"It won't be borne by the fellows of the squad- 
ron," was a remark often heard among the younger 
officers. " And the minute they learn what has hap- 
pened, they will begin to plan her recapture. Yes, 
sir ; they will cut her out from under the very guns 
of the batteries, see if they don't." 

While the belief was general that an attempt of 
some kind would be made against the Bashaw's latest 
acquisition. Captain Bainbridge realized the enor- 
mous difficulty of such an undertaking. As the frig- 
ate's foremast had not been replaced, and she had 
been further dismantled by the sending down of sails 
and yards, she could only be moved by towing with 
small boats, which, under the murderous fire that 
could be concentrated on them, would prove an im- 
possibility. She might, however, be destroyed, and 
so withdrawn from the service of the enemy. 
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Captain Bainbridge became so filled with this idea 
that he embodied it in a letter to Commodore Preble, 
which he wrote with lemon juice that would be in- 
visible until exposed to heat, and intrusted to Billy 
Vance to forward. 

Our lad conceived several plans for doing this, but 
they all failed him. Then came a terrible mental 
conflict between two duties, the one owed to his 
country, and his obligation not to desert Ruth Dean, 
since he was almost certain that alone, he might 
effect an escape, and deliver the letter. He felt that 
he ought to go, and knew that he could not. 

All at once a way was opened, by which the per- 
formance of both duties became possible. One day 
a half-naked street urchin who had been following 
him as he walked toward the palace, suddenly darted 
ahead, paused and gazed in his face, as he approached. 
Then, seeing that he had attracted attention, he ut- 
tered the single word " Berith," gave a shrill shout, 
and scampered impishly away. 

Could it be that this was a message from Sidi's 
sister? It was possible, and, at any rate, Billy had 
for some time meditated a visit to his friends of the 
Mella. He wished to deliver to Moussa the packet 
that Sidi had placed in the medicine chest on the 
night of their melancholy attempt at escape, and 
which had never since been opened. Now was as 
good an opportunity as he was likely to have for^ 
doing this, and he could also find out if Berith had 
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summoned him. So he turned his steps toward the 
Mella. 

The Jewish maiden had indeed sent for him and 
had important news. The Bashaw was about to remit 
his annual tribute of female slaves to his master, 
the Sultan of Turkey, and Ruth Dean was among 
those selected. 

For a moment Billy's heart seemed to stop its 
beating. In all this time he had failed to accomplish 
the task to which he had devoted his life, and now 
even the slender opportunities thus far granted were 
to be taken from him. This was his first thought. 
Then came a flash of inspiration. 

" If she goes, I also will go to Constantinople," he 
exclaimed; and in Berith's eyes he read approval 
of his resolve. How he proposed to carry out this 
sudden determination, he did not divulge, because 
he did not know. He merely questioned Berith as 
to how and when the journey of thjB slaves was to 
be made ; but she could only teU him that they were 
to go by sea. 

Before bidding farewell to the friendly Jews, whom 
he expected never again to meet, Billy attempted to 
restore to Moussa the packet that had belonged to 
Sidi. The old man, however, begged him to retain 
it as a memento of the lad whom they had both loved, 
and as he declared it to be a thing of trifling value, 
the young American consented to do so. 

It was several days before the anxious lad could 
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acquire the infonnation he wanted, but through close 
observation it finally came to him. The armed 
ketch Mastico^ a small but swift vessel employed by 
the Bashaw as a despatch boat, was preparing for a 
voyage, and being fitted to receive passengers. Con- 
vinced that the slaves were to be transported to Con- 
stantinople in this craft, Billy noted closely the 
progress of her preparations. 

Knowing also that it was customary to send a 
physician with such an expedition, to promote the 
health of the slaves, that they might reach Constanti- 
nople in good condition, he kept close watch of those 
employed about the palace, in an effort to discover 
which of them had been detailed for this duty. At 
length he found reason to believe that it was the old 
quack, who had accompanied him on his first official 
visit to the American captives. To make sure, he 
congratulated him on having gained an opportunity 
to visit the great city of the Turkish Empire. 

"How did you know I was to accompany the 
slaves ? " inquired the old man. 

" Because," replied Billy, boldly, " I myself applied 
for the appointment, and was told that it had already 
been given to you." 

" Yes," answered the other, slyly. " It would not 
be seemly to select a youth, even though he were of 
approved skill, for such a service." 

" I suppose not," agreed Billy. " Yet I hoped for 
the opportunity of testing a remedy against sea- 
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sickness, the recipe for which I recently obtained 
from the American surgeon. It is said to be of mar- 
vellous eflBcacy, and certain to make famous the 
name of him who shall introduce it into any country 
where it is not yet known." 

"It must surely be known to the wise men of 
Turkey?" 

" No ; for it is a recent discovery, and as yet only 
used in England, where the American came to a 
knowledge of it but a month ago. My opinion is 
that he stole the secret, and I may as well confess to 
you that I, in turn, stole it from him." 

At this the quack regarded his young rival with a 
greater respect than he had ever before felt. " Can 
we not come to some understanding by which I may 
test this wonderful remedy in thy stead ? " he asked, 
his pig-like eyes shining greedily. "I will gladly 
accord to thee all the honor that may result, and 
claim but a small portion of the profits." 

"It might be done," replied Billy, slowly, as though 
carefully considering the proposition. " Since I am so 
well assured of thy honesty, and small regard for 
self-interest. Still — " 

"By the beard of the Prophet, I will deal with 
thee as though thou wert my own brother," inter- 
rupted the other, eagerly. 

" Then so let it be," agreed Billy. " Thou shalt 
have the secret, and I will intrust my interest therein 
to thy honor." 
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" Give it to me now, for on the morrow we take 
our departure." 

" No," said Billy, " for the remedy needs to be as 
freshly compounded as possible. Come to my room 
within a half hour of the time set for sailing, and I 
will have a small quantity prepared for thy imme- 
diate use. Then also' will I give thee a copy of the 
recipe." 

As the old quack could not make better terms, 
he was forced to agree to this proposition, and 
toward evening of the next day he approached the 
little room in which our lad impatiently awaited 
him. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

BUTH AND BILLY SAIL FOB CONSTANTINOPLE 

Having determined to sail on the Sfastico in place 
of the quack who had been assigned to her, Billy 
had perfected his plans for so doing, and made care- 
ful preparations for the reception of his expected 
visitor. Thus, no sooner did the old fraud, whose 
greed had led him into this trap, enter the doorway 
with a profound salaam to the sole occupant of the 
room, than the latter spmng forward, and hurled 
him to the floor. Ere the victim of this rude greet- 
ing could recover breath or voice, he was gagged and 
bound. Then, in spite of his struggles, he was made 
to inhale the fumes of a drug that quickly induced 
slumber from which .he would not awake for many 
hours. Billy next dragged the unconscious form to 
his own bed, threw a blanket over the sleeper, that 
he might not be readily recognized, and left him to 
enjoy his nap. 

All this having been successfully accomplished, 
our lad disguised himself with a false beard, long 
and gray, spectacles, and the green turban of the 
sleeping man, who was entitled, to wear this badge 
of distinction, for having made a pilgrimage to 
T 273 
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Mecca. Then, securing his medicine chest and drop- 
ping the curtain of the room that had been his for so 
long, he descended, with dignified steps, as became 
his assumed character, to the main entrance of the 
palace. 

A donkey, held by a slave, stood outside. 

"Is that the beast of Vance Efifendi?" demanded 
Billy, in pompous tone. 

"Surely yes, hadji," answered the slave, with a 
humble bow. 

"Then will I make use of it, since its owner is 
but an infidel dog. Bring it hither, that I may 
mount." 

The slave dared not disobey one who wore a green 
turban, and when the great man was safely seated in 
the saddle, accepted further orders to clear a way 
through the city streets to where the Mastico awaited 
this last passenger. 

So Billy Vance made a triumphal exit from the 
place of his captivity, preceded by a slave lajdng 
about him with a stick, and shouting lustily: " Make 
way 1 Make way for the hadji I Make way 1 " 

" If Biddle could only see me now," thought Billy, 
who, in spite of his anxiety, was conscious of the 
comical side of his position. 

Hardly had this thought crossed his mind, when 
the slave redoubled the noise of his cries, and by 
vehement effort compelled a small party of Ameri- 
cans who were issuing from a side street to halt until 



RUTH AND BILLY SAIL FOR CONSTANTINOPLE 276 

the hadji should pass. Biddle was among them, and, 
moved to anger by this*proceeding, he began to hurl 
abuse in hearty English terms at the pretended 
hadji. Upon this the latter halted his humble 
steed, and answered the American with such a torrent 
of revilings in Arabic, as drew forth shouts of com- 
mendation from the natives thronging the street. 
After a minute of this, and as he again whipped up 
his donkey, Billy could not resist the temptation to 
add: — 

" Good-bye, James. Don't be too free with your 
tongue." 

At this the crowd roared with delight ; for though 
they did not understand what was said, they were 
gratified that one of themselves should be able to 
answer the unbeliever in his own barbarous tongue. 

As for Biddle, he stood for an instant like one pet- 
rified. Then he screamed after the departing hadji : 
** Oh, you villain ! If I don't thrash you for this I " 

Billy only shook a fist in reply ; but again the 
crowd roared, and accompanied their champion with 
acclamations to the water's edge. There a boat was 
in waiting ; and in two minutes our lad was being 
assisted over the side of the ketch Mastico by her 
master, who saluted the green turban, gray beard, 
and spectacles of the hadji with deepest respect. 

" We will sail at once," said Billy, laconically, and 
in firm tones, though inwardly quaking lest his dis- 
guise should be penetrated. 
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"Immediately shall we take our departure," re- 
plied the master of the ketch. 

" Also," said Billy, haughtily, " I will retire to the 
cabin, where I beg not to be disturbed. When I am 
ready, then will I come on deck." 

The master of the ketch bowed low in sign of com- 
plaisance, and the young American, greatly relieved 
to have this dreaded interview so successfully con- 
cluded, disappeared down the companionway. He 
had intended remaining below until morning, with a 
view to avoiding any conversation with his fellow- 
voyagers; but quickly discovered that this would 
be impossible on account of the heat, the offensive 
odors, and the vermin, that rendered the place 
unendurable. 

So he very soon returned to the deck, and dis- 
couraging any attempt at friendly intercourse, stood 
by himself, watching the vanishing city that he hoped 
to have left behind forever. He was also wondering, 
if Ruth were really on board that very vessel, how 
he should find a chance of communicating with her, 
and what course of action he should pursue on reach- 
ing Constantinople ; for until this moment his plans 
had only included the securing of a passage on the 
Mastico. 

While he was thus meditating, the final call to 
prayers for that day came faint but distinct across 
the shadowed waters from the distant city minarets. 
Thus reminded that he now had a character for 
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sanctity to maintain, Billy dropped on his knees. 
Directly the master of the ketch sprang to his side. 

" The east, had ji ! The holy east ! " he exclaimed, 
in an agitated voice. "You are facing the north! 
See, here is a compass." 

" With the turning of the ship, I am indeed bewil- 
dered," replied Billy, "and owe thee thanks, good 
captain, for correcting my error before I had com- 
mitted the sin of calling upon Allah with my face 
turned from the sacred tomb. If you will show me 
where this compass may be found, I will consult it 
frequently, that there may be no future chance of 
such lamentable error." 

The master pointed out the place, and often dur- 
ing that night did the devout hadji consult the 
compass, since a vow of which he informed the mas- 
ter compelled him to assume the attitude of prayer 
at short intervals. Once, while thus engaged, he 
found the opportunity of slipping a bit of iron under 
the compass card, so that the needle was deflected 
several degrees to the westward of north. 

"There," he said to himself with a satisfied air; 
^' if that is not discovered, it will cause these chaps 
to lay a course for the Adriatic, rather than the Gulf 
of Corinth, and they will find themselves in the 
vicinity of Syracuse, long before they see Constanti- 
nople. Then something else may turn up." 

As Syracuse was the place appointed by Commo- 
dore Preble for the rendezvous of his squadron. 
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Billy would have been more than delighted to carry 
the Mastico directly into that port; but dared not 
alter the pointing of the needle too much, for fear its 
discrepancy with the bearing of the celestial orbs 
should be discovered. 

Early the next morning the hadji, as became one 
of his sanctity, uttered the Mussulman call for prayer, 
and so established his position beyond a doubt in the 
minds of all on board. After this he passed hours in 
poring over the leaves of the Koran, only interrupt- 
ing his studies to give the prayer calls at the ap- 
pointed hours; and his marvellous piety was so 
evident that no one ventured to converse with him, 
or even to intrude upon his meditations. 

Only once was he summoned back to earth, and 
then he was humbly entreated to make the daily 
inspection of slaves customary on such voyages. 

For some time Billy had been watching from be- 
hind his spectacles the formless female figures, who, 
with covered faces, had been allowed to come up from 
their stifling quarters in the hold for an hour's breath- 
ing of fresh air on deck. He hoped in some way to 
be able to recognize Ruth, if she were indeed among 
them, but thus far had failed to do so, since except 
for height they all looked alike. How should he ever 
know her or betray his own identity to her alone ? 

While puzzling over this question, he recalled the 
silver tokens possessed by each, and in another 
moment the one depending from his neck hung out- 
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side of his garments in plain view. A little later 
he was asked to inspect the slaves, and determine 
the state of their health by intuition. He might 
glance at an eye or touch his fingers to a pulse ; but 
Mussulman etiquette forbade anything more. 

So Billy with much inward turmoil, but with un- 
disturbed countenance, passed down the row of 
bundled figures that were huddled under the weather 
bulwarks, and gravely felt of each little wrist as it 
was outheld to him. He found most of the poor 
girls to be suffering from sea-sickness, and ordered 
that they be kept on deck as long as possible ; but 
he reached the very end of the row before discover- 
ing her whom he sought. Then the slim, henna- 
tipped fingers of an outstretched hand clutched 
convulsively at his, and he gazed into a pair of 
brown eyes that were staring wildly at the broken 
coin hanging from his neck. 

" Ruth," he whispered as he bent over her. Then 
he said aloud in Arabic: "There is no cause for 
alarm, my daughter. Be brave, and all shall go well 
with thee." 

The duty of inspection was concluded, and the 
hadji was free to resume his study of the Koran. 
How he hated it, and longed to talk with Ruth in- 
stead. But that might not be, since an impassable 
gulf still kept them apart. So he could only rejoice 
in the knowledge that she was on board, and cast 
occasional furtive glances in her direction. 
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Another night passed, and another day shed its 
light over the ocean. There was land to the west- 
ward, and a fleet of sails close at hand. Instantly 
upon discovering these, the course of the ketch was 
changed, and she fled like a sea-fowl startled by a sud- 
den danger. At this one of the strange sails left its 
fellows and started in pursuit, at the same time firing 
a shot to which the Mastico paid no attention. Her 
master believed her to be too speedy a craft to yield 
a race to anything less swift than a fast frigate, while 
the vessel now chasing him was only a schooner. 

" Have no fears, efEendi, she will not catch us," he 
said to the supposed hadji, who stood gazing with 
evident excitement at the on-coming vessel. 

BiUy was indeed alarmed, but it was for fear that 
the schooner would fail to overtake them, since he had 
just discovered an American ensign fluttering at her 
main peak, and was almost certain that she was the 
Enterprise. She must catch them, and yet they were 
steadily slipping away from her, — at least, the mas- 
ter, with beaming face, declared they were. 

If only something on board the ketch would give 
way, or if some kind of a drag could be got over- 
board. Thud thinking, Billy changed his position so 
as to lean against a sheet at which the great after 
lateen sail was tugging until it was taut as a harp- 
string. No one noticed him, nor would they have 
discovered what he was doing if they had, since the 
movement of his hand was concealed beneath his 
flowing robe. 
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Suddenly the straining rope snapped in twain with 
a report like a pistol shot, the great sail streamed out 
with the wind like a gigantic banner, and at the same 
moment the green-turbaned hadji, who had not 
expected the sheet to be severed so easily, fell into 
the sea, still clinging to an end of the parted rope. 

Something had given way, and Billy Vance had 
managed to get a drag overboard. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

THE "PHILADELPHIA" MUST BE RETAKEN 

Thrown into wildest confusion by this mishap, 
the crew of the ketch ran aimlessly to and fro, 
while the master, bawling contradictory orders, tore 
his beard and stamped furiously on the deck. With 
his principal sail streaming uselessly in the air his 
position was hopeless, and, to avert another shot from 
the on-rushing American schooner, he hauled down 
the crescent flag in token of surrender. 

Two minutes later the Enterprise rounded sharply 
to a cable's length away, and a boat put off from her 
side. Its crew had not pulled half a dozen strokes 
when they were startled by a cry for help, that came 
to them in immistakable English from close at hand. 
Looking in that direction, they caught sight of an 
uplifted arm as it sank beneath the surface. 

" He may be an American I " exclaimed the officer 
in command of the boat. " Give way, port I Back, 
starboard I Steady! All together! Look out for 
him there in the bow. " 

The bowman of the boat was a powerful negro 
who, at this command, laid in his oar and stood 
up, peering eagerly forward. Suddenly he leaped 
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overboard with a splendid header, and disappeared. 
Nearly a minute elapsed before he again came to the 
surface ; but he had accomplished his object, and was 
dragging a heavy burden. Catching hold of an 
extended oar, he was drawn alongside. Strong hands 
relieved him of his encumbrance ; and, as the appar- 
ently lifeless form of a young man clad in Turkish 
costume was lifted over one side of the boat the negro 
clambered in over the other. 

As the latter glanced at the face of him whom he 
had thus snatched from a watery grave, his eyes 
bulged and his lower jaw fell. His whole expression 
was of terror, mingled with unbounded amazement. 

" What's the matter ? Do you think you are look- 
ing at a ghost?" demanded the officer of the boat, 
sharply. 

" Yes, sah," answered Dolphus ; for the negro was 
indeed our old acquaintance of that name. " I takin' 
him fo' de ghos ob a young gen'leman I uster know. 
Him de dead image ob Marse Billy Vance." 

" Vance ? Vance ? " repeated the officer, as though 
striving to recall where he had heard the name. 
" Not Midshipman Vance of our service ?" 

" Yes, sah, dat him." 

" Good Heavens, man I It can't be. But, on the 
chance, we must get him on board at once. Give 
way ; all together I " 

So the boat dashed back to the schooner, and a 
limp form was handed up her side. 
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"What is the meaning of this, sir?" asked Lieu- 
tenant Stephen Decatur, who now commanded the 
Enterprise. "I thought you were ordered to take 
possession of that ketch." 

" Yes, sir ; but I fell in with an American, said to 
be Midshipman Vance. As he called for help, and 
was evidently drowning, I took the liberty of rescu- 
ing him, and now have the honor to report him as 
having come on board." 

" Midshipman Vance I " cried Decatur. " Impos- 
sible I But you did quite right, sir, and now you 
may proceed on your original errand." 

With this the lieutenant turned to the motionless 
form that had just been laid on his deck, and over 
which the ship's surgeon was already bending. There 
was no longer any disguise of green turban, spec- 
tacles, or beard ; and yet Decatur could not believe 
that the moustached face, which, despite its pallor, was 
still resolute and manly, was also that of the crippled 
lad, whom he remembered as the long-ago inmate of a 
Philadelphia hospital. 

" Does any one here recognize this man ? " he asked 
of his crew, who were gathered as close as etiquette 
permitted. 

" I does, sah," replied black Dolphus, who had been 
allowed to remain on board. " He Marse Billy Vance 
what sail wif me on de packet Polly an' de privateer 
Lageel. When I las' seen him he war on de pirate 
felucca, when de pirates tun us adrif in de small 
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boat. De time when de Spanyards pick us up, and 
tek us into Gibraltar, whar yo' 'member, sah, I 'list' 
boa'd de ole ^ Prise. Yessah — " 

" That will do," interrupted Decatur. " Does any 
one else recognize him ? " 

" Yes, sir, I do," cried a sailor, eagerly, at the same 
time stepping forward and pulling his forelock. " He 
was in charge of the brig V Agile, and I was her 
mate, when she was captured by the British cruiser 
Fleetwood.^^ 

"Let me see," mused Decatur; "your name is 
Swain, and you deserted from the Fleetwood^ did you 
not?" 

" No, sir ; I escaped from her," replied the man. 

" Quite right, and I accept your amendment," said 
Decatur. Then he added: "With such a weight 
of testimony I must believe that this is indeed poor 
Vance, and I only hope that he has not left us for 
good this time." 

"I don't believe he has, sir," put in the ship's 
surgeon, who was hard at work over the unconscious 
lad. " I can detect signs of life, and believe I shall 
yet be able to pull him through." 

" Good ! carry him below, and report to me as soon 
as he regains consciousness; for doubtless he can give 
us valuable information." 

At this moment a cry from forward attracted 
Decatur's attention, and turning quickly he saw the 
pirate ketch that had so recently surrendered, in 
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the act of slipping swiftly away from the boat he had 
sent to take possession. 

Her master had taken advantage of the delay 
caused by Billy's rescue, to bend on a new sheet rope, 
and again set his great mainsail. Then, as he was 
cut off from the open sea by the other vessels of the 
American squadron, he headed for the Sicilian coast, 
which was in plain view, and darted away in that 
direction. 

The Enterprise fired a couple of ineffective shots 
after the flying vessel, but it was several minutes 
before her boat could be picked up, and the chase 
again resumed. It was soon seen, however, that on 
this new tack, the American so clearly outfooted the 
nimble Tripolitan that the latter would be overtaken ; 
but before this could happen the ketch had passed 
out of sight, behind the high land of Cape Passaro. 

When next discovered she lay motionless, but with 
all sail still standing, and a thin volume of smoke 
issuing from her main hatch. It was evident that 
she had been run aground, and set on fire ; but, in 
spite of the danger from an explosion, a boat from 
the Enterprise was quickly alongside and its crew 
clambering aboard. 

The fire in the hold of the ketch had been so 
recently started that it was easily extinguished ; but 
every soul of her crew and passengers had made good 
their escape to the land, where some of them could 
still be seen on the beach. A pursuit of these being 
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clearly useless, all efforts were directed toward float- 
ing the stranded vessel, and, as she had struck on a 
rising tide, this was accomplished after an hour of 
hard labor. 

The ketch had been laden with so many presents 
of value intended for the Sultan, in addition to the 
slaves, that she proved a prize well worth saving ; 
and, as she leaked badly when hauled off the rocks, 
Decatur decided to convoy her into Syracuse for 
repairs. That night the remainder of the American 
squadron which had started for Tripoli with a num- 
ber of chartered Sicilian gunboats and bombards in 
tow, were compelled by heavy weather to return to 
the same port. 

When Billy Vance, clinging to the parted main 
sheet of the ketch, realized, by the vessel's being 
hove to, that his object had been accomplished, he 
also became conscious of his own imminent peril. 
With his disguise lost through his involuntary plunge 
into the sea, his true character was plainly revealed, 
and would be instantly detected by any one looking 
over the after rail to see what had become of him. 
If this discovery were made, he knew that the master 
of the ketch would not hesitate to shoot him, and 
could easily do so unseen by the Americans. There- 
fore, though he was still a very poor swimmer, he 
decided to take his chances of being picked up by 
the boat that he could see being lowered from the 
Enterprue^ rather than remain in his present perilous 
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position. So he endeavored to swim to it, and was 
so nearly drowned in consequence that for some time 
after being carried aboard the American schooner his 
life hung in a balance. 

When he next opened his eyes they fell on a face 
bending anxiously over him, that had been so often 
in liis memory during the years of his captivity that 
he instantly recognized it with a great rush of joy. 
"Decatur? " he whispered wonderingly. 

" Yes, Vance, my dear fellow. It is your old friend 
Decatur, and thank God you are once more with us. 
We are wild to hear your story, of course, — but you 
mustn't try to talk yet. So, go to sleep like a good 
chap, and in the morning you shall tell us all about 
it." 

"You have got the ketch?" whispered Billy, anx- 
iously. 

" Yes, indeed. You can rest easy on that score. 
We have got her all right, and in the morning you 
shall see her. Now, not another word." 

With this Decatur left the room that Billy might 
have no further temptation to talk; and the latter 
with a happy smile on his face wearily closed his 
eyes. He had not clearly understood, and thought 
that the " her " whom he was to see in the morning 
referred to Ruth Dean. 

Decatur had intended setting forth with earliest 
daylight to join the squadron; but ere he could do 
so, it returned, having been unable to tow its bom- 
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bards in teeth of the gale now blowing. Conse- 
quently, the commander of the Enterprue hastened 
on board the Constitution to report to Commodore 
Preble as soon as the flagship dropped her anchor. 
He was the more anxious to do this because he held 
a packet, that, enveloped in waterproof silk, and ad- 
dressed to the chief officer of the American Mediter- 
ranean squadron, had been found on Billy Vance, 
when his water-soaked garments were removed. 
The youth had not wakened when Decatur was 
ready to visit the flagship, and the doctor forbade 
his being disturbed; so the packet was taken with- 
out any knowledge of what it contained. 

When the commander of the Enterprise was 
ushered into the presence of his superior officer, 
he found the latter pacing his cabin floor and evi- 
dently greatly agitated. 

" Can it be that you have already heard the melan- 
choly news ? " began the commodore, abruptly. 

"I think not, sir. What is it?" asked Decatur, 
startled by the other's manner. 

"The Philadelphia has fallen into the hands of 
the Bashaw, and her entire company are prisoners 
in TripoU." 

For a moment Decatur stared incredulous. 

" It is true," continued the commodore, " in spite 
of it's being hard to believe. I got the news direct 
from the captain of a British cruiser, which sent 
despatches aboard us yesterday." 
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" Then, sir," exclaimed Decatur, " for the honor of 
the American navy, the Philadelphia must be re- 
taken without delay ; and I hereby make application 
to lead the expedition that shall cut her out." 
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CHAPTER XXXV 

A COMMODORE AND THREE CAPTAINS VISIT BILLY 

Commodore Preble paused in his walk long 
enough to seize Decatur*s hand and squeeze it 
warmly in acknowledgment of the latter's brave 
speech, and braver offer of his own services as 
leader of a forlorn hope. Then he again resumed 
his thoughtful pacing, and there was an interval of 
silence finally broken by the commanding officer, 
who said: — 

" I shall wait a few days before deciding what to 
do, in the hope of hearing from BaiAbridge, whose 
opinion as to our best course will necessarily carry 
great weight. Thus, I cannot at this moment promise 
what you ask. At the same time, my dear Decatur, 
I shall certainly remember that your application for 
the post of greatest danger, as well as of greatest 
honor, takes precedence of all others. 

" Thank you, sir," said Decatur, simply, but with 
shining eyes. " And,* commodore," he continued, 
"your reference to Captain Bainbridge reminds me 
that a packet has fallen into my hands which may 
contain information concerning him, since it has 

come direct from Tripoli." 
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Here the speaker gave a brief outline of his cap- 
ture of the Masiico^ and rescue of one of her com- 
pany upon whose person the packet in question had 
been found. "As it is directed to the oflBcer com- 
manding the American Mediterranean squadron," he 
concluded, " I have brought it unopened to you, and 
it forms my excuse for making so early a call." 

With this Decatur handed the packet to Commo- 
dore Preble, who hastily tore open its wrappings. 
To the surprise and mystification of both men, the 
contents proved to be but a few sheets of blank 
paper. 

« 

" Strange," murmured the commodore. 

"May it not be a communication written in sym- 
pathetic ink ? " suggested Decatur. 

" The very thing 1 " exclaimed the other. " Or- 
derly, a lighted lamp, quick 1 " 

With ill-suppressed excitement the two men 
watched the gradual appearance of the written char- 
acters as they were revealed by the heat of a flame 
thus furnished. 

" It is Captain Bain bridge's writing," cried Deca- 
tur, " for I know it well." 

" Yes ; and there is his signature," added the com- 
modore, exultingly. 

Within half an hour, the entire communication, 
briefly detailing the loss of the Philadelphia, describ- 
ing her present position, affirming the hopelessness 
of attempting a recapture, but urging the possibility 
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that she might be destroyed at her anchorage, and 
referring to the bearer, Midshipman William Vance, 
U. S. N., for further details, had been deciphered. 

"It would break my heart to destroy that fine 
ship," said Decatur. 

" It would break mine to leave her in her present 
disgraceful service," cried the other. 

"Then, sir, may I have the honor of destroying 
her ? " 

"By what means? With the Enterprise^ which 
is as well known in Tripoli as one of the Bashaw's 
own ships ; or would you need the entire squadron ? " 

Decatur smiled as he answered : " My plan would 
be to take only the Tripolitan ketch that has just 
fallen into our hands, load her with combustibles, 
man her with a picked crew of volunteers, and sail 
for Tripoli ; upon reaching there I would be guided 
by circumstances." 

" That's not a bad scheme," rejoined the commo- 
dore, reflectively, " though I should say that some 
supporting force would be needed." 

At this moment another visitor was announced 
and entered the cabin. He was Lieutenant Charles 
Stewart of the brig Siren^ just arrived from Gibraltar. 

After saluting and officially reporting the arrival 
of his vessel, Stewart plunged impulsively into the 
real business that had prompted this early call, by 
saying : — 

" I have just heard, sir, of the loss of the Philor 
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delphia. My men are wild to wipe out the disgrace. 
So I have come to beg your permission to go to 
Tripoli with the Siren and cut our frigate out on 
the first dark night. We can do it, sir, and will, if 
we are only allowed to make the attempt. I will 
stake my life on that." 

Commodore Preble smiled proudly. " It is worth 
while to command men like these," he muimured 
half aloud. Then, to the eager young officer who 
had just spoken, he replied : — 

" You are a little late, Mr. Stewart, since I have 
just promised Mr. Decatur, that, in case any such 
expedition is planned, he shall lead it. At the 
same time I thank you most warmly for offering 
this proof of your patriotism and solicitude for the 
honor of our glorious service. I will add that, in 
case an expedition is sent out, and the presence of 
a supporting vessel is deemed necessary, the Siren 
shall be chosen for that purpose." 

While Stewart was murmuring his thanks for this 
favor a third visitor was announced, and entered 
hurriedly. He was Lieutenant Richard Somers, 
commanding the ten-gun schooner Nautilus^ twenty- 
three years of age, and the youngest commanding 
officer in the American navy. 

His youthful face, usually quiet and thoughtful, 
was now flushed with an eager excitement; but it 
fell at sight of those already with the commodore. 

" I had hoped, sir," he began, — " that is, having 
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just learned of what has happened to the Phila- 
delphia^ I was about to offer — But, of course, it's 
no use now, with Decatur and Stewart both ahead 
of me. I do trust, however, that you will allow 
me to accompany, as a volunteer, any expedition 
that is sent to recapture our frigate." 

" My dear Somers," replied the commodore, at the 
same time resting his hand affectionately on the 
young man's shoulder, "there is a time-honored 
warning against putting all one's eggs into a single 
basket. My eggs, just at present, are my gallant 
young captains, whose lives are altogether too 
precious to be needlessly risked. So, while I heartily 
appreciate the spirit that prompts your brave offer, 
I am forced to decline it on account of promises 
already made to these gentlemen. I will say, how- 
ever, that when the next emergency arises, I shall 
not forget that your application for glory is on file." 

"Thank you, sir, and I only hope my chance may 
come soon," rejoined Somers, with a brave effort not 
to show his present disappointment. 

" Now," continued the commodore, " as I am most 
anxious to question the latest arrival from Tripoli, 
and understand that he is at present in no condition 
to come to me, I propose to visit him. Therefore, 
will you, Mr. Decatur, kindly return to your ship, 
prepare him for an interview, and signal when Mr. 
Vance is ready to receive visitors. As for you two 
gentlemen, I shall be pleased to have you break- 
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fast here, and afterwards accompany me to the 
JEnterprise^ since your prompt tenders of service in 
the present emergency entitle you to take part in 
whatever consultations may be held concerning it." 

In pursuance of this plan the commodore, to- 
gether with the three young captains who had 
visited him that morning, were gathered some hours 
later in the cabin of the Enterprise. There also was 
Billy Vance, still pale and a little shaky, but looking 
radiantly happy, and clad in a midshipman's uniform, 
borrowed for the occasion. He was warmly greeted 
by his old acquaintances, Stewart and Somers, both 
of whom had been present at the dinner given by 
Dr. Dean, to introduce him to the navy, and was 
most kindly welcomed by Commodore Preble. 

After a little preliminary conversation the latter 
said: "Now, Mr. Vance, will you kindly tell us as 
briefly as possible, how you happened to be in Tripoli 
and what you have done there, as well as everything 
that you know concerning the loss and present con- 
dition of the Philadelphia f " 

Of course Billy complied, and was listened to with 
intense interest by the four officers. He was fre- 
quently interrupted by questions, most of which he 
was able to answer satisfactorily. But when Com- 
modore Preble asked him if it was his opinion that 
the Philadelphia could be cut out from where she lay, 
by a small force, working under cover of darkness, 
he promptly answered, " No, sir," 
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"Why not?" 

" Because she is filled with armed men, lies within 
the radius of fire of one hundred and fifteen heavy 
guns, is surrounded by a fleet of armed cruisers, and, 
if moved at all, must be towed by small boats." 

" Do you think, she might be destroyed, wliere she 
lies, by a party such as I have named ? " 

" I believe she could, sir." 

"How, in your opinion, could such a party best 
reach her?" 

Billy thought for a moment before answering. Then 
he said : " I believe, sir, that a native craft, showing 
but few men on deck, might drift almost alongside 
without exciting suspicion, especially if some one 
were on board who could understand and answer 
the Turkish hails." 

At this answer the commodore and Decatur ex- 
changed significant glances. 

"You understand the language, do you not?" 
asked the former. 

" Perfectly, sir." 

" And speak it ? " 

" Almost as well as a native." 

" Are you sufficiently familiar with the harbor of 
Tripoli to pilot a light-draught vessel to the Phila- 
delphia's present moorings ? " 

" I am, sir." 

" I suppose you still consider yourself in the naval 
service of the United States ? " 
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" I do, sir." 

" And 80 would, of course, yield prompt obedience 
to any orders given you by a ranking naval officer ? " 

" Certainly I would, sir." 

" Even if they should require you to accompany a 
desperate and almost hopeless expedition back to the 
scene of your recent captivity, with a slim chance of 
destroying the Philadelphia^ together with a very great 
chance of being destroyed at the same time." 

" I would go more gladly than on any other errand 
I know of." 

" Spoken like the brave lad I believe you to be ! " 
cried Commodore Preble, heartily. " And I am in- 
clined to think that the years of your captivity will 
prove to have been fully as profitable to your country, 
as though they had been passed in active service else- 
where. At any rate, I shall so consider them, and will 
order that they be credited to you as sea service, also 
that the arrears of back pay as such be made good to 
you. For the present you may regard yourself as 
attached to this ship, though always ready for special 
duty elsewhere. At the same time you will be very 
careful not to mention to any one that such special 
service is contemplated." 

" I will remember, sir ; and I thank you a thousand 
times for your kindness," exclaimed our lad, his face 
beaming with delight. 

" That is all, I think, gentlemen," said the commo- 
dore, rising. '* All for the present, I mean, but I shall 
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call a meeting of commanding officers on the flagship 
for seven o'clock this evening." 

Decatur accompanied his departing guests to the 
deck, and when he returned to the cabin, found Billy 
still awaiting him with an eager question on his lips. 

" When and where can I see Miss Ruth Dean ? " he 
asked. 

" What do you mean ? " queried Decatur, looking 
bewildered. " I noticed that you mentioned her as 
being in Tripoli, when it is generally believed that 
she was drowned at sea some years since, and was 
about to question you further concerning her." 

" But she was aboard the ketch ! " cried Billy. 

"What ketch?" 

" The MaBtico^ the one you captured, and you told 
me yourself that I should see her this morning. 
Surely nothing has happened to her since then." 

" My dear fellow, here is some serious misunder- 
standing. I am not aware that I made you any such 
promise ; and if I did, I am in no position to fulfil it, 
since the last time I saw Dr. Dean's daughter was in 
her own home some years ago. From that time until 
now I have known nothing of her whereabouts save 
what you have just told me, nor even that she was 
still alive." 

"She was on the ketch among the slaves being 
taken to Constantinople," insisted Billy, " for I saw 
her there. Surely she must have made herself known 
when the vessel was captured." 
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" When we finally took possession/' replied Deca- 
tur, ^*- the prize was abandoned, so that not a living 
soul remained on board." 

" May Heaven help her, then, and me 1 " groaned 
poor Billy, *^ since by now she must be past all human 
aid." 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

AGAIN ASSIGNED TO DUTY 

When Billy Vance learned all the details of the 
taking of the Mastico^ and that Ruth's continued 
captivity was wholly owing to his own misadventure, 
his self-accusations and regrets at being still alive 
were pitiful. He begged to be allowed to return at 
once to Cape Passaro, and prosecute a search from 
that point, declaring that if he did not find Ruth he 
would never return. 

" So you would be willing to sacrifice your coun- 
try's interests to your own private grief," suggested 
Decatur, gravely. 

"But I promised her father to protect her from 
harm, and swore that I would never escape from 
Tripoli without her," cried Billy. 

"And in both cases you have exhausted every 
effort to keep your word. That you have failed is in 
no way your fault, but is wholly due to an accident 
over which you could exercise no control. It is true 
that if you had not cut that main sheet, you wo\ild 
not have fallen overboard, and so delayed us in tak- 
ing possession of the ketch. At the same time had 
not the Mastico lost the use of her mainsail, it is 

aoi 
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very doubtful if we should have captured her at all ; 
for she was certainly outfootiiig us at that time. 
Now, let us go to the commodore, lay the case 
before him, and abide by his decision in the matter. 
In fact, there is nothing else to be done, for you must 
remember that you, as well as I, are now under his 
orders." 

Surprised as he was to see Decatur and Midship- 
man Vance on board the flagship so soon. Commo- 
dore Preble listened attentively to their story, and 
expressed the gravest concern at learning of Ruth 
Dean's unhappy position. Then his sympathy took 
the practical form of granting Billy a short leave of 
absence, and gaining from the king of Sicily an 
escort of soldiers, in whose company he might explore 
the neighborhood of Cape Passaro. 

So the unhappy fellow started off, determined to 
discover Ruth's present location and effect her rescue 
if she were still on the island. " K I find her," he 
said stoutly, " we will come back together, or not at 
aU." 

He was gone a week, and returned at the end of 
that time, more than ever cast down, since he had 
traced the fugitives to a small seaport, where he ar- 
rived but a few hours after they had sailed for Con- 
stantinople in a Maltese vessel flying the British flag. 

When Billy finished reporting this state of affairs 
to Commodore Preble, he added : " And now, sir, I 
wish to tender my resignation from the service." 
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" For what reason ? " 

"That I may work my way to Constantinople, and 
there strive to fulfil the duty that I have thus far 
failed to perform." 

"My dear boy," replied the commodore, kindly, 
" you must not imagine that I do not appreciate your 
position, or fail to sympathize with your distress, 
when I tell you that you would be more helpless in 
the Turkish capital than you were in Tripoli, and that 
I cannot spare your services at this critical moment. 
At the same time I am deeply concerned in the wel- 
fare of this American girl and will urge government 
interference in her behalf. I will also write at once 
to the British Minister to Turkey, since our own 
country is not yet represented in that country, beg- 
ging for his interest in the matter. Further than 
this, as soon as we have settled our present affair 
with Tripoli, I will send a ship to the Bosphorus, and 
you shall accompany it. Does it not seem to you 
that more may be accomplished by such means than 
by your unaided efforts ? " 

"Yes, sir; I suppose so," answered Billy, doubt- 
fully. " Only I am fearful of the long delay." 

" It will be much shortened by a successful attack 
on the Philadelphia^ and in that you can render 
material aid." 

" Then, sir, I hope the expedition may be under- 
taken at once." 

"It has been decided upon, and preparations are 
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being pushed with all rapidity/' answered the com- 
modore. ^* At the same time, it is still being kept a 
secret, for fear lest rumors concerning it might reach 
TripoU." 

So Billy Vance, heavy-hearted and impatient, was 
forced to defer, for a time, all thoughts of rescuing 
Ruth Dean, and devote himself to the work of prep- 
aration on board the Mdstico. Many were the sur- 
mises throughout the squadron as to the destination 
of the ketch and the service expected of her; but 
not until she was ready for sailing was the secret 
divulged. Then, summoning the crew of the Enter- 
prise on deck, Lieutenant Decatur explained the 
nature of the expedition about to be undertaken, 
dwelling particularly upon its extreme peril, and 
called for volunteers. 

Instantly every man and boy stepped forward. 
As all could not be taken, sixty-two were selected, to 
their own intense gratification. To these were joined 
six officers from the Enterprise and six from the 
Constitution. 

Then the little ketch, crowded with seventy-five 
men, and further laden with a great store of com- 
bustibles, put to sea, followed by rousing cheers from 
ship after ship of the squadron, as she slipped swiftly 
past them. She was accompanied by Lieutenant 
Stewart's brig, the Siren^ which was expected to 
cover the retreat after her tremendous task should 
be accomplished. 
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Standing across the Mediterranean, the two ves- 
sels sighted the African coast at dusk of the follow- 
ing day, only to be met by a sudden change of wind, 
that quickly increased to a gale, rendering impossible 
the attempt they had planned to make that night. 
They remained off the city until nearly daylight, 
hoping for the opportunity that did not come, and 
then, to avoid discovery, ran a few miles to the 
eastward, where they hove to until the gale should 
abate. 

For the succeeding six days all things seemed 
conspired against them. They were terribly cramped 
in their narrow quarters, great seas continually swept 
the decks, their scanty supply of provisions, only 
intended for a short cruise, became spoiled, no fires 
could be lighted, and, on the whole, six more 
wretched days could hardly be imagined. Still, all 
hands bore up with uncomplaining cheerfulness, only 
chafing at their weary delay; and, when the gale 
finally broke, they were more than ever ready for 
their desperate venture. 

On the evening of the seventh day the two vessels 
again approached the harbor of Tripoli, and at dusk 
were within five miles of the city. Everything was 
now propitious for the attempt; and bidding fare- 
well to the Siren^ the little ketch stood alone into 
the harbor. As she was wafted gently along before 
a light breeze, the form of her consort was soon lost 
in the gloom; but the lights of the city shone 
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brightly, and toward these she was directed, with 
Billy Vance guiding her clear of reefs and shoals. 

It was a glorious starlit night, and as they drifted 
slowly into the inner harbor, an unclouded moon, 
but little past its full, was rising from the eastern 
waters. Now they could make out the great bulk 
of the Philadelphia^ which, with lights twinkling in 
every port, lay, fast moored, within musket shot of 
the Bashaw's castle. On all sides were grinning 
batteries ready to sweep the harbor with a whirl- 
wind of iron death. 

Billy, trembling with nervous excitement, stood 
beside the quartermaster at the wheel. Decatur 
leaned in the shadow of a mast close at hand. Half 
a dozen men in the dress of Maltese sailors occupied 
the deck with well-assumed listlessness ; while the 
remainder of the crew lay concealed in the shadow 
of the bulwarks. Every man was armed with cutlass, 
boarding pike, and pistols, though the use of the 
last had been strictly forbidden save in an extreme 
emergency. The little craft was slipping into the 
very jaws of hell, from which not a man of her com- 
pany really expected to emerge alive. 

" Head straight for the frigate, and foul her at 
the bow if possible," whispered Decatur. 

" Aye, aye, sir," growled the quartermaster, while 
every man held his breath. 

Suddenly the oppressive stillness was broken by 
a sharp challenge from the frigate. 



AGAIN ASSIGNED TO DUTY 807 

" Who comes ? " 

" Friends in distress," answered Billy, promptly, in 
Arabic. "We come from Malta with a heavy 
freight of provisions. During the recent gale we 
were only saved by the mercy of Allah, and at the 
same time lost our anchors. Now we pray you let 
us make fast to your mooring chains until we can 
procure others." 

" It may not be allowed, and you must keep off," 
replied the voice, sternly. 

"Is not he who speaks the noble Captain Mus- 
tapha?" asked Billy, who thought he recognized the 
voice. 

" He is so called. Who are you ? " 

" Catalano, the pilot," answered our lad, with quick 
wit, " and I bring thee a letter, together with gifts 
from thy brother, the eminent consul at Malta." 

"In that case you may come alongside and de- 
liver them." 

The ketch, looking like a plaything beside the 
great Philadelphia^ drifted slowly on^until she was 
within a score of yards, while the Americans, clutch- 
ing their weapons with a tighter grip, nerved them- 
selves to spring at the word. 

Just then, a little off-shore puff threw their sails 
aback and swung their craft broadside to the frigate's 
port battery. A suppressed gasp of consternation 
came from the crew, but not a man moved. Had 
the suspicions of the Turks been aroused at that 
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moment, they could have blown the ketch with all 
on board out of the water, by a single discharge of 
their i-eady guns. 

« Ask him if we may cany a line," whispered 
Decatur. 

Billy made the request, and it was granted. 

Walking coolly forward, Decatur ordered four men 
into a boat. These took the end of a hawser to the 
frigate's forechains, where they made it fast. At 
the same *time the Turkish officer, anxious to get 
his letter, sent one of his own boats with a line, by 
which he intended to secure the ketch to the frigate's 
stern. 

With great presence of mind and jabbering in broken 
Italian, the American sailors in the returning boat 
politely took this line from the Tripolitans, intimat- 
ing that they would carry it aboard their vessel. 

During this by-play, Billy diverted the attention of 
the watch officer on board the frigate with a steady 
stream of conversation. At the same time the line 
made fast forward was passed over the bows of the 
ketch and led along her deck, so that the crew could 
haul on it while still lying in concealment. 

By a strong, steady pull the stem drift of the ves- 
sel was checked, and she began to move ahead. All 
at once, while matters were progressing thus favora- 
bly, the frigate's people discovered that the Mastieo^s 
anchors were still aboard. At this the Turkish 
officer sternly demanded of Billy why he had thus 
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sought to deceive him, and ordered the line from 
the ketch to be cast off. 

Ere this could be done the crew of the little vessel 
sprang to their feet, pulling like mad to get along- 
side the frigate while their line was still fast. At 
sight of them the Turks took the alarm, and the 
night air rang with their terrified cry of, "Ameri- 
kanos I Amerikanos I " 



CHAPTER XXXVII 

THE MOST DARING ACT OF THE AGE 

So little had the Tripoli tans understood the Ameri- 
can character up to this time, that they were wholly- 
unprepared for any such desperate attempt as the 
present. One of those on board the Philadelphia had 
sufficient presence of mind to hack with a knife at the 
line connecting the ketch with the frigate until it 
was severed ; but all the others ran panic-stricken 
about the decks, in the wildest confusion. 

The Americans, on the other hand, perfectly cool, 
and knowing exactly what to do, gave a mighty final 
pull on the hawser, that carried them alongside just 
as it was cut. Then the ketch was instantly secured, 
and Decatur, sword in hand, calling on his men to 
follow, sprang into the frigate's main chains. Billy 
Vance was close at his heels, and after them swarmed 
the eager crew. Over the bulwarks they clambered, 
and into the open ports, cutting down their bewildered 
enemies and driving them to the starboard side, where 
they huddled in abject terror like so many sheep. 

Thus the quarterdeck was quickly cleared, and 
from it the Americans charged forward in a compact 
body, while the terrified Tripolitans leaped by scores 
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and hundreds into the sea, or fled to the deepest 
parts of the ship. Leaving a dozen of his men to 
hold the deck, Decatur led the others below, where 
for a few minutes a sharp resistance was encountered, 
and some twenty of the Turks were killed. The 
struggle was, however, so quickly ended, that in less 
than ten minutes after the first alarm the great ship 
was in undisputed possession of the Americans, and 
of the hundreds who so lately occupied it, not one 
was to be seen alive. At the same time the victors 
had not lost a man, and only a few slight wounds 
served as reminders of their heroic achievement. 

Now the prepared combustibles were rapidly 
passed up from the ketch, and the firing parties 
under their assigned leaders hastened to their ap- 
pointed stations. Billy Vance had been detailed 
to accompany Midshipman Morris and eight men 
into the very hold of the ship, where they were to 
fire the cockpit and after storeroom. So swiftly 
was the work ^ accomplished, that before this little 
party could get their own material ignited, the ward- 
room above them was ablaze, and the hatchway by 
which they had descended was filled with roaring 
flames. Thus cut off, they rushed blindly forward, 
where they finally found an avenue of escape still 
open. 

As they gained the deck, tongues of flame were 
leaping from ports and hatches in every direction, 
and Decatur, seeing that the melancholy task of 
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destruction had been thoroughly carried out, ordered 
his men back to the ketch. Nor had they a moment 
to spare, for the flames were already hot in their 
faces, and their gallant leader, remaining until he 
had seen every other safely from the frigate, was 
forced to make a flying leap into the Mastico^s 
main rigging. Only twenty-five minutes had elapsed 
since he had given the command to board, and the 
great deed was accomplished. Now it only remained 
to make good their escape from the harbor. 

Could they do this ? There was not a breath of 
air to fill their sails, and so fierce was the conflagra- 
tion that their own vessel was in imminent danger of 
being consumed. From every part of the frigate 
eager flames were reaching for them. Fiery tongues 
licked their woodwork, and even penetrated to the 
little cabin, where their entire stock of ammunition 
lay beneath a tarpaulin. 

Desperately the Americans shoved with pole and 
sweep against the glowing side of the frigate. The 
bows of the ketch swung off, and she swung around, 
but her stern still hung so close to the burning ship 
that her main yard fouled its quarter-gallery. Some- 
thing held her ; and it was Billy Vance who dashed 
through the eddying smoke to discover that it was 
the line brought out by the Tripolitans and forgotten 
until that moment. A few savage blows from his 
cutlass severed it, and the ketch slowly drifted 
clear. 
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By this time the alarm had spread to all parts of 
the harbor, and throughout the city. Lights 
twinkled in the batteries. Drums were beaten and 
trumpets blared in every direction. The frigate 
was a solid mass of flames that lighted miles of her 
surroundings, and in the very brightest of the glow 
lay the intrepid little ketch that had created all the 
turmoil. Her crew were puHing at their sweeps 
with desperate energy; and, as she moved slowly 
across the molten surface of the harbor, thousands 
of eyes were focussed upon her. 

The Bashaw saw her from his castle, and stamped 
with impotent rage. The populace of the city, 
crowding their housetops, saw and cursed her. Cap- 
tain Bainbridge and his fellow-captives saw her, and 
while some wept at the destruction of their gallant 
frigate, all cheered their heroic countrymen until 
their guards rushed in and silenced them with blows. 
Above all, the gunboats saw her and opened fire. 
Then the batteries began to thunder, and their 
screaming shot raised gleaming columns of water on 
all sides of the brave little craft. But the excited 
gunners fired without aim ; the guns themselves 
were stationary and could not be trained on a mov- 
ing object : so the Mastico^ sweeping steadily forward, 
at length passed out of range without injury. 

As she reached a place of safety, and her perspir- 
ing crew, smoke-begrimed and breathless, rested on 
their oars, they could not at first realize what they 
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had done. For a moment they gazed at each other, 
and at the roaring mass of flame behind them, with 
incredulous eyes. Then it came to them. They 
were still alive, and they were heroes. They had 
accomplished their well-nigh hopeless undertaking 
with chances of a thousand to one against their suc- 
cess, and had performed a deed that would go on glori- 
ous record throughout the world. As the wonderful 
truth burst upon them, they became delirious with 
joy. They shouted and yelled, laughed and cried, 
danced and hugged each other. The officers rushed 
at Decatur to seize his hands and congratulate him. 
Then they slapped each other on the back, told each 
other what fine fellows they were, and acted almost 
as extravagantly as the men. 

While they were in the midst of this frantic rejoic- 
ing, two boats filled with armed men dashed along- 
side with jubilant shouts. They were from the 
Siren^ come to cover the retreat, and amid a whirl- 
wind of eager questions and vague answers, the 
rejoicings began again with redoubled fervor. 

Not a shot had been fired by the Americans. Not 
a man was lost, and only one prisoner had been 
taken. It had been ordered that none should be 
made ; but Billy Vance had disobeyed the order, and 
was now responsible for the only Tripolitan aboard 
the ketch. 

Wounded and bewildered, this man had tumbled 
from a blazing port, and swam directly for the 
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Mastico as she drifted clear. Orville Swain grimly 
awaited him with a drawn cutlass. It was already- 
lifted for the fatal blow, when Billy Vance caught 
sight of the swimmer's agonized face and sprang in 
front of the man from Nantucket. "Don't kill 
him ! " he implored. "Let him come aboard. He is 
a friend who once saved my life. I will make it 
all right with the captain." 

So Orville Swain reluctantly laid aside his cutlass 
to help get the swimmer on deck. And thus Billy 
was able to cancel his obligation to the officer of the 
harbor guard, who had let Ruth and him go free 
nearly a year before. 

After meeting with the boats from the Sireriy 
Decatur waited awhile longer to gaze upon the 
magnificent spectacle of the burning frigate. By 
this time, the flames had climbed by shrouds and 
rigging to the very mastheads, from which they 
streamed like lurid banners. The tarred ropes were 
converted into fiery serpents, writhing and twisting 
as though in mortal pain. Blazing tar and grease 
dropped into the water and spread over its surface 
until the flaming ship rode on a sea of flame. Her 
open ports were lighted with fierce battle lanterns, 
and from them boomed the solemn note of minute 
guns, as one after another her cannon became heated 
by the advancing flames. The Tripolitan gunboats 
hastily withdrew beyond range of this weird bom- 
bardment, and even the Bashaw was driven from 
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his turret by one of these unaimed shots that flew 
above his head. Beneath the dense cloud of smoke 
from the burning frigate the white-walled city, with 
its mosques, domes, slender minarets, and crowded 
housetops, was clearly visible to the Americans, and 
formed a wonderful background for the thriUing 
picture. 

Suddenly the climax of awful splendor was reached 
in a terrific explosion, that shook the startled city 
to its foundations. The burning frigate was rent 
into fragments, and lost to mortal sight forever in 
the appalling darkness that instantly succeeded the 
great blinding glare of light. 

A feeling of deep sadness had succeeded the fren- 
zied joy of the Americans, as they gazed upon the 
destruction of the noble ship that had so recently 
been their pride and delight ; and now that all was 
over, they turned quietly away as though from the 
grave of a dear friend. As they once more joined 
company with the Siren^ there was a heartfelt inter- 
change of congratulations, but it was tinged with 
soberness, by the memory of the grandly melancholy 
sight they had just witnessed. 

So it was not until the two vessels returned to the 
harbor of Syracuse, with the daring little ketch 
decked in flags from masthead to water-line, leading 
the way, that a wild rejoicing again broke forth. 
Now it was unrestrained. The news of success had 
been proclaimed to the anxious watchers, by the flut- 



THE MOST DARING ACT OF THE AGE 317 

tering flags of the approaching Ships ; and, as they 
sailed proudly through the American fleet to where 
the stately Constitution awaited them, great guns 
boomed forth a welcome, bands played soul-stirring 
airs, colors were dipped, and crew after crew yelled 
themselves into speechlessness with cheeiing their 
returned heroes. 

In his impatience to hear the thrilling story. Com- 
modore Preble ordered out his twelve-oared barge, 
and was pulled alongside the ketch, even before her 
anchor was dropped. Then, on the very deck that 
had witnessed the glorious deed, and surrounded by 
the men who had performed it, he heard the marvel- 
lous tale. When it was finished, tears of joyful grati- 
tude glistened in the eyes of the stern sailor, and 
grasping Decatur's hand, he exclaimed : — 

" It is the most daring act of the age, and I thank 
God for giving to my country the men who could 
carry it to completion. By it the name of Decatur 
has gained a renown that will last as long as the 
English tongue is spoken. As for this brave little 
ship, she also must be remembered, but not under 
her present name; for hereafter she shall be called 
Intrepid,^^ 

Before returning to the flagship, where all the 
captains of the squadron were to dine with him 
that night, the commodore shook hands with every 
officer on the Intrepid ; and with uncovered head 
publicly thanked her crew for their gallantry and 
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devoted patriotism. In concluding his remarks, he 
said: — 

" Now that you Intrepids have shown the way into 
Tripoli harbor, I promise that every ship under my 
command shall quickly follow where you have led." 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 

BILLY CAPTURES A PRIZE 

While the destruction of the Philadelphia was a 
severe blow to the Bashaw of Tripoli, it by no means 
crippled his strength, nor rendered him less confident 
of his ability to beat back the American ships should 
they venture within reach of his powerful batteries. 
At the same time, he was so enraged and frightened 
by the daring of Decatur's exploit that he began to 
treat his captives with the utmost severity. He had 
discovered that the Americans were anything but 
cowards, and fearing lest the crew of the Philor 
delphiay stimulated by the glorious example of their 
countrymen, should plan some equally desperate 
effort, he deprived them of all liberty, and forbade 
any communication between officers and men. Then 
he awaited with confidence the coming of the Ameri- 
can squadron. 

Nor had he long to wait before he was aroused one 
fine morning by news that the enemy was off the 
entrance to his harbor. Hastening to his favorite 
post of observation, he was not only able to see the 
on-coming squadron, but to estimate its strength. 
Proudly leading the way was the frigate Constellation^ 
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towiog two bombards. Then came six brigs and 
schooners, each having in tow a gunboat containing 
thirty-five men. One thousand and sixty Americans 
had thus come to fight against twenty-five thousand 
Tripolitan troops, protected by strong fortifications 
and further provided with a fleet of nineteen gun- 
boats, besides a score of galleys, feluccas, and other 
armed craft. 

As fourteen gunboats formed the outer line of 
defence, being stationed five at one entrance and 
nine at the other, they must first be driven in, so 
Decatur was sent with the six American gunboats to 
attack the nine guarding the eastern entrance. 

These gunboats were clumsy, flat-bottomed affairs, 
each mounting but a single twenty-four-pounder in 
the bows, and originally intended only for harbor 
defence. They were sluggish under sail and heavy 
to row, their only qualifications for their present ser- 
vice being their stability and light draught. Those 
under Decatur were compelled to beat up to the 
entrance, and so awkward were they to handle that 
only three of them succeeded in weathering the 
point behind which the Tripoli tans were sheltered. 
One of these, however, known as gunboat No. 4, 
held Decatur, and without pausing to consider that 
the odds against him were three to one, he ordered 
the others to follow, and dashed forward. 

At his own request Billy Vance had been assigned 
to gunboat No. 4, and at this moment he stood beside 
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the man who, to his mind, was the most heroic and 
splendid of human beings. In our lad's bearing 
there was now nothing of nervousness nor apprehen- 
sion; for he was convinced that, led by Decatur, 
no enterprise was too desperate to be successfully 
undertaken. 

A bag containing a thousand musket balls had been 
rammed down the black throat of the twenty-four- 
pounder ; and, in spite of the iron hail that greeted the 
appearance of the Americans, they reserved their fire' 
until the last minute. Then, under cover of its terri- 
ble discharge, the nearest Tripolitan was laid along- 
side, and Decatur, close followed by a score of his 
men, leaped aboard. 

After a single minute of savage conflict the enemy 
gave way and fled aft. A broad open hatchway with 
a narrow passage along either side now separated the 
contestants. For a moment they glared at each 
other across the opening ; then Decatur sprang along 
one side, while Billy Vance took the other, with their 
eager men close at their heels.* So fierce was their 
rush that such of the Turks as were not instantly cut 
down leaped into the sea, and the ship was gained. 
That its crew had not fought more vigorously was 
owing to the loss of their leader, who was found 
dead, pierced with a score of bullets from that first 
murderous discharge of the long gun. 

Hauling down the crescent flag and returning to his 
own boat, Decatur began to tow his prize to a place 
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of safety ; but he had hardly started before a message 
was brought that caused him to utter a cry of anguish. 
His favorite brother, James, had just been murdered 
by treachery, and, casting his prize adrift, Decatur 
again rushed into the thick of the fray to avenge the 
cowardly act. 

James Decatur, in command of gunboat No. 2, had 
obeyed his brother's orders to reserve the fire of his 
long gun until the last moment. Then it had been 
delivered with such deadly effect that the craft against 
which it was directed instantly lowered her flag in 
token of surrender. As James Decatur stepped 
aboard to take possession, and was holding out his 
hand for its commander's sword, the Turk whipped 
out a pistol and shot him dead. 

During the confusion that followed the Tripolitans 
manned their sweeps and took to flight. Two minutes 
later gunboat No. 4 was in hot pursuit, with its crew 
so stimulated by rage that they were soon alongside, 
and boarding under fire from their heavy gun. Deca- 
tur at once sought the Turkish commander, who was 
a powerful man of great size, armed with a boarding- 
pike, and they were instantly engaged in mortal con- 
flict. With his first blow the Turk succeeded in 
snapping off Decatur's sword close to the hilt. Then 
he in turn made a savage thrust with his boarding- 
pike, which the other partially warded, at the expense 
of ugly wounds in both arms. Ere it could be re- 
peated he dashed in, clinched with his big antagonist. 
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and in another moment both fell heavily to the deck, 
but with the American underneath. 

Almost as they fell, the contestants were buried 
beneath a struggling mass of their followers, who had 
rushed to their assistance. The m&Ue lasted but a 
minute ; and when the Americans had pulled aside 
the bodies of those whom they had slain, they found 
their beloved commander still alive, but with his 
adversary lying dead beside him, shot through the 
heart. That ended the fight; for the moment the 
surviving Tripoli tans realized that they were without 
a leader they leaped into the sea. 

By this time three of the Bashaw's gunboats had 
been captured, three sunk, and the others driven to 
the protection of their batteries. While this gunboat 
fight was in progress the Constitution^ standing boldly 
into the harbor, silenced battery after battery, and 
threw some fifty shot into the city, from which the 
populace fled in terror. Even the Bashaw, who had 
invited the ladies of his harem to a terrace from 
which he had promised they should witness the com- 
plete destruction of the American ships, was forced 
to take refuge in a bomb-proof chamber, where he 
remained until the bombardment ceased. Had the 
Americans been strong enough to effect a landing in 
the face of twenty-five thousand troops, they would 
have ended the war then and there ; but as they were 
not, they drew off toward evening, well pleased with 
their day's work. 
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That night Billy Vance was placed in charge of a 
patrol boat containing six sailors and four marines. 
He was stationed close under the rocks of the east- 
ern entrance, and ordered to signal with a rocket if 
any vessel should attempt to leave the harbor. 

Our lad was weary after the exhausting work of 
the day, and as a reaction from its intense excite- 
ment was in a very thoughtful frame of mind. Having 
secured a good berth for his boat in a place of deep 
shadow, from which he could command a wide out- 
look without being observed, and enjoined strict 
silence upon his men, the young officer pulled his 
watch-cloak about him and sat in musing revery. 

A glow of light across the harbor marked the cruel 
city in which he had been held prisoner for so long. 
He wondered if Sidi were alive and in it at that mo- 
ment. But chiefly his thoughts were with Ruth 
Dean. What had become of her? Should he ever 
see her again ? Had he been faithful to his trust in 
regard to her, or could he have done more ? What 
a dear girl she was, and how he longed to fly to her 
aid. He could go when Tripoli was reduced, for so 
the commodore had promised. Now he was con- 
scious that this thought had been with him through- 
out the day and had nerved his arm through all the 
savage fighting. Why couldn't they have followed 
up their victory by landing and occuppng the city? 
Then he would be free to start in search of Ruth. 
Oh, this weary delay, would it never end? 
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Just here, the man who sat nearest touched his 
arm and pointed. Billy had kept his face toward 
the city, since he had been ordered not to let any 
vessel pass out of the harbor. Now, turning quickly, 
he saw a vessel close at hand, attempting to enter it. 
She moved almost without a ripple and showed no 
lights. What should he do ? It was too late to give 
a warning signal. How would Decatur act under 
the circumstances? He thought he knew, and in- 
stantly determined to do the same. 

" Steady, men I " he whispered. " We must capt- 
ure that schooner no matter how strong she is, and 
we can do it with a sudden dash. So have your 
weapons ready, and out with your oara. Softly! 
Now, give way, all together — and pull I Pull for all 
you are worth ! " 

Out from the blackness leaped the boat, and so 
close was the schooner that only a single startled 
cry came from her deck before the Americans were 
tumbling over her rail. A knot of men forward and 
another aft were overpowered almost before they 
could strike a blow ; and, in less than five minutes, 
Billy Vance found himself in full possession of 
the stranger craft, which he had already caused to 
be put about and headed toward the American 
ships. 

Now he began to inquire as to her character and, 
to his surprise, found her to be a French privateer 
carrying a crew of thirty men. Her captain more- 
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over claimed to be ignorant that the Americans were 
blockading Tripoli. 

" I believed it to be an open poi-t and came for a 
little trade with the Bashaw," he whined. 

" In what did you propose to trade ?" asked Billy. 

"Slaves. Female slaves, young and very beauti- 
ful. I capture an English ship bound for Turkey, 
and find them on board. What can I do? I cannot 
kill them. I cannot sell them in Europe. I have the 
idea. I will offer them to the Bashaw. If he wants 
them not, then to the Dey of Algiers. So I shall 
make the expenses of my voyage. Now — " 

Billy had listened impatiently. "Show me these 
slaves," he interrupted sharply. " Quick I I am in 
a hurry 1 " 

There was no mistaking the tone of the young 
man's voice nor the ominous click of the pistol held 
in his right hand. 

The captain shrugged his shoulders and led the 
way into the cabin, which had been given up to his 
captives and their attendants. There he lighted a 
lamp, and, as he did so, the young American called 
out: — 

" Is Ruth Dean here ? " 

A great cry of wondrous joy came in answer. A 
white-shrouded figure sprang from a huddled group, 
and, in another moment, the dear girl, whom Billy 
Vance had feared was lost to him forever, was once 
more clasped in his arms. 



CHAPTER XXXIX 

ONE DISAPPOINTMENT FOLLOWS ANOTHEB 

There was no time to ask any one of the thou- 
sand eager questions that sprang to the lips of the 
two thus strangely reunited ; for Billy must at once 
regain the deck, and Ruth should go with him. Not 
another minute should she remain among the slaves 
of the Bashaw. So the jubilant young fellow, hap- 
pier even than on the long-ago day when he first 
listened to the parchment rustle of his commission, 
led the girl whom he loved out from the stifling 
atmosphere of slavery. 

The night signal of " a prize " was already dis- 
played in the schooner's rigging, and the young 
people had barely reached her deck when the Enter- 
prise bore down on the privateer, hailing to know 
what had happened. As soon as the situation was 
explained, an officer with a prize crew was sent on 
board ; Ruth and a black girl, whom she pointed out 
as her personal attendant, were transferred to the 
American schooner, and Billy Vance, his ears tin- 
gling with compliments on the prompt bravery of his 
action, was ordered back to his station. 

827 
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On the following morning Ruth was visited by the 
commodore, who was charmed with the girl's beauty 
and the quiet dignity with which she bore her em- 
barrassing position. After chatting with her for half 
an hour, he said : — 

"I have decided to send Mr. Vance's prize into 
Tripoli as a cartel to carry our wounded prisoners. 
At the same time I can think of nothing better to do 
with the olive-complexioned ladies who are on board 
than to restore them to their native land. Can you 
suggest any more satisfactory arrangement ? " 

" I am sure that nothing would please them bet- 
ter," replied Ruth. 

"As for yourself," continued Commodore Preble, 
" it being necessary to send a vessel to Malta with 
despatches and for water, the Enterprise^ since you 
are her guest, shall be assigned to that duty this very 
day. At Malta you will find an American consul, 
whose charming wife will take good care of you until 
one of our frigates is ready to offer you a passage to 
the United States." 

Having made these arrangements, the commodore 
took his leave, and two hours later the gallant little 
JEnterprise sailed away for Malta. 

Decatur remained behind to command the gun- 
boat flotilla ; but Billy Vance, to his great delight, 
was allowed to accompany the schooner. He was, 
however, awfully disappointed during the short voy- 
age, which occupied but twenty-four hours, not to 



ONE DISAPPOINTMENT FOLLOWS ANOTHER 329 

find an opportunity for a private conversation with 
Ruth. She was ready enough to talk and tell of 
her experiences to the officers in general, including 
" Mr. Vance," as she studiously called Billy ; but 
always had some ready excuse to avoid meeting him 
alone. Of course when she called him " Mr. Vance," 
he was obliged to address her as " Miss Dean," and 
by the time they reached Malta it really seemed as 
though a coolness existed between them. Then she 
was whisked off to the residence of the American 
consul, and the next day, when Billy called to bid her 
good-bye, since the Unterprise was again ready to 
sail, some hours sooner than had been expected, she 
was out driving with the consul's wife, so the poor 
fellow could only leave a hastily scribbled note of 
farewell, and return to his ship with a very heavy 
heart. 

When the JEnterprise once more reached Tripoli, 
she found a second engagement in progress. It wa^ 
between the American gunboats atid the shore bat- 
teries, since the Tripolitan flotilla, cowed by their 
recent experience, could not be induced to venture 
out, and an unfavorable wind forbade the Constitution 
from getting within range. During this artillery 
duel the Americans suffered severe loss, and one of 
their gunboats was blown up by a hot shot that pene- 
trated its after magazine. 

As they drew out from this long-range battle, they 
were joined by the frigate John Adams^ just from the 
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United States, with news of the promotion of Decatur 
to a captaincy. She also reported four more Ameri- 
can frigates as on their way to the Mediten*anean. 

Without waiting for these, Commodore Preble con- 
tinued to bombard the forts and city whenever the 
weather would permit ; but subject to long intervals 
of delay from gales which swept the coast with 
unusual severity during that summer. 

All this time the pirate fleet of gunboat cruisers 
and galleys, which the Americans were particularly 
anxious to destroy, refused to leave their safe moor- 
ings under the heavy guns of the castle. Commodore 
Preble became so impatient at the futility of his efforts 
to break up this fleet, that when Lieutenant Somers 
entered his cabin one day with a plan for their 
destruction, he was given a ready hearing. 

" I propose, sir," said the young man, " to have the 
ketch Intrepid converted into a floating mine, run 
into the very midst of the Tripolitan fleet on the first 
favorable night, and there exploded. They are so 
crowded together that, if the plan can be carried out, 
it will ensure the loss or serious injury of every 
vessel." 

*' Including the ketch," remarked the commodore, 
dryly. 

" Of course." 

" And every man on board ? " 

" I hope not, sir, since we might escape in small 
boats after firing the train." 
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"Do you honestly believe there would be one 
chance in ten thousand of so escaping ? " 

" No, sir ; I do not." 

" How, then, could I ask men to deliberately throw 
away their lives in so foolhardy a venture, or detail 
an officer to command such an expedition?" 

" Every officer in the squadron will apply for the 
honor, sir; but my application is already in, and I 
have your promise." 

" Soraers, I can't spare you." 

" Can you spare those pirate craft to ravage Ameri- 
can shipping, to murder and make slaves of American 
seamen ? Besides, my chance of coming back would 
be as good as was Decatur's, and he did not lose a 



man." 



For an hour longer the two officers discussed this 
grave question ; but the younger pleaded so strongly 
in favor of his scheme, that he finally gained a reluc- 
tant consent to carry it out. When he at length 
issued from the cabin, Somers' face was radiant. He 
had been given permission to win immortality. 

The fitting of the ketch for her terrible mission was 
at once begun, by the building in her hold of a room 
sided with heavy planking. Into this was poured one 
hundred barrels of gunpowder, while immediately 
above it were placed some scores of loaded shells and 
a vast quantity of scrap iron. A train of powder led 
from this magazine to the cabin, which was filled 
with combustibles. 
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When all was in readiness, and the project was 
announced, hundreds of eager volunteers begged 
leave to accompany the expedition; and when ten 
men were chosen, their disappointed fellows regarded 
them as the most fortunate of mortals. 

Billy Vance paid a private visit to the Nautilv^^ to 
urge his own claims to be taken along. 

"It's of no use, my dear fellow," said Somers, 
smiling ; " I can't break the rule, even in your case. 
You know that every man whom Decatur led to 
glory is barred from this trip." 

" But think what I suffered over there, and what 
a score I have to pay." 

" Yes, I know." 

" And I can speak Arabic like a native." 

** There won't be any talking this time." 

" Oh, Somers 1 can't I go ? " 

*' No, Vance, you can't." 

"Then get me transferred to the Nautilus^ that 
I may accompany you as long as possible." 

" I will do that with pleasure." 

So it happened that, a few nights later, the 
Intrepid with Richard Somers in command, Henry 
Wadsworth first oflScer, and Joseph Israel second, 
stood in before a favoring breeze, and headed for 
the northern entrance to Tripoli harbor. Somers* 
own schooner the Nautilus^ the brigs ArguB and 
Siren^ and the schooner Vixen accompanied her to 
the entrance of the narrow, rock-bound channel. 
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There they dropped anchor to await the returning 
boats, and the brave little ketch, as once before, 
advanced alone into the very jaws of death. A 
light mist hung above the water, and in this she 
was quickly shrouded, though long after she had 
disappeared, every eye was still strained in the hope 
of gaining one more glimpse of her shadowy form. 

When it was certain that they could no longer 
make her out, the watchers listened with loudly 
beating hearts and such intense anxiety that it 
amounted to physical pain. They started nervously 
at every ripple of water alongside ; while in the 
chafing of a cable in its hawse they heard the 
sound of muffled oars. 

Suddenly the tense silence was broken by a can- 
non shot. Then came a rapid discharge of light 
artillery like the long roll of drums ; and in another 
minute the heavy guns of the shore batteries were 
roaring forth their notes of alarm. 

The Americans listened with dismay to these 
proofs that the ketch had been discovered, and 
trembled for the fate of her gallant crew. The 
Nautilus lay nearest to the passage, and Billy Vance 
had watched the little vessel through a night-glass 
long after she had been lost to unaided vision. 
Now, as he still gazed in the same direction, he 
saw a light move swiftly as though it were a lantern 
carried along a deck, pause for an instant, and then 
drop out of sight. 
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A moment later there came an awful blinding 
glare of light, and the heavens were rent by an ex- 
plosion that caused the anchored ships to quiver 
from keel to truck. A vast sheet of flame was 
hurled skyward, the air was filled with bursting 
shells, and then eveiything was again shrouded in 
awful blackness. At the same moment the Tripoli- 
tan guns ceased their fire, and the recent clamor v^as 
succeeded by an appalling silence. 

That was all. Until daylight the American ships 
cruised back and forth, hoping to pick up a boat or 
a swimmer ; but none came. Nor has it ever since 
been known how Richard Somers and his little band 
of heroes met their fate. Certain it is that death 
was never faced by braver men. 






CHAPTER XE 

A GIFT FROM SIDI, SON OP MOUSSA 

As though this glorious but disastrous attempt 
of the Americans to destroy the pirate fleet was 
a signal, the autumnal gales that annually sweep the 
African coast set in with such fury the very next 
day that all present efforts for the reduction of 
Tripoli must be abandoned. So the Constitution with 
two schooners was left to maintain a blockade dur- 
ing the winter, while the remainder of the squadron, 
with bombards and gunboats in tow, sailed for Syra- 
cuse. On their way, the Enterprise touched at 
Malta to offer Ruth Dean passage to the United 
States in the frigate John Adams, which was home- 
ward bound. 

Billy Vance had eagerly anticipated this oppor- 
tunity of again meeting the girl, who still wore his 
half of the silver token, but, to his intense disap- 
pointment, she was gone. An American ship had 
touched at Malta two days after Ruth's arrival there, 
and she, together with the consul's wife, bad sailed 
in it for New York. 

Late in the following spring a powerful reen- 
forcement of four fine frigates arrived in the Med- 

885 
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iterranean. These brought an immense amount of 
mail for the American squadron, and Billy received 
the first letters that had come to him since leaving 
his own country. One was from Dr. Dean telling 
of Ruth's safe home-coming, and filled with gratitude 
toward the young officer who had watched over 
and finally rescued his dear girl. There was also 
a proud, loving letter from Emily, one filled with 
quaint, seaman-like advice from Martin Quarterman, 
and a very sad one from Mrs. Vance, telling of 
many embarrassments that threatened to swallow 
up Bonny Eagle and leave them homeless. 

"If you would only come back, my dear boy, 
and marry Ruth Dean," this letter concluded, " the 
home of your fathers could be saved, since the 
Doctor is immensely wealthy, and Ruth is his only 
child." 

"As if I would marry for money, even to save 
my home ! " thought Billy, with flashing eyes. 

An official-looking document that had been left 
to the last contained the commission of William 
Nicholas Vance as lieutenant in the United States 
navy, and an accompanying letter stated that it was 
tendered in recognition of gallant and meritorious 
service as reported by Commodore Edward Preble. 

" A pretty jumble of good and bad news," solilo- 
quized Billy. " I am promoted — that's good. I am 
so poor that even my home is to be taken from 
me — that's bad. Ruth has reached home in safety 
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— that's very good. She is so wealthy that I must 
never think of her again unless I wish to be con- 
sidered a fortune-hunter — that's the worst of all." 

"Good news, gentlemen! good news!" cried the 
cheery voice of Captain Stephen Decatur, who at 
that moment honored with his presence the ward- 
room of the Constitution^ of which he was in com- 
mand, and to which Billy was now attached. " The 
squadron is ordered to sail at once for Tripoli, and 
if we don't bring the Bashaw to terms this time, 
then I'm no prophet." 

The men in the wardroom had dropped their 
letters, and sprung to their feet with a salute as 
their captain entered. Now they gave him a hearty 
cheer for his news, and the bustle of preparation 
was instantly begun. 

Not long after that, the august ruler of Tripoli 
was thrown into a state of nervous trepidation by 
the appearance off his port of the largest fleet of 
battle ships he had ever seen. Five stately frigates, 
two brigs, three schooners, and a sloop, besides a 
score of gunboats, and bomb-vessels. For three years 
his principal city had been blockaded, and his ships 
had been unable to cruise for prizes. Now his treas- 
ury was running low, his troops were unpaid, and his 
people were starving. Even the support of his three 
hundred and odd prisoners was becoming a serious 
burden; and, instead of paying ransom money for 
them, these pig-headed Americans were redoubling 
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their efforts for his destruction. Evidently some- 
thing must be done that had not been thought of. 

"Will Lieutenant Vance report immediately on 
board the flagship?" 

Such was the order Billy received on the second 
day after the fleet reached Tripoli. 

When he had obeyed it, and entered the cabin of 
the commanding officer, he found there assembled 
several American captains and an imposing array of 
Tripolitan officials, among whom he recognized the 
Bashaw's Prime Minister. 

" These gentlemen have come to negotiate a treaty 
of peace, Mr. Vance," said the commodore, "and I 
desire that you act as interpreter between them and 
us." 

" Very good, sir." 

Within an hour the treaty had been arranged and 
signed. The American prisoners were to be set free 
that very day, and never again would the Bashaw of 
Tripoli demand tribute from the United States or 
allow his pirate corsairs to seize an American ship. 
With every demand granted, Somers and his men had 
not given their lives in vain. 

Just before sunset the flotilla of boats sent ashore 
for Bainbridge, Porter, and the crew of the Philadel- 
phia began to return, laden to the gunwales with 
happiness and eager anticipation. Already the re- 
leased prisoners had been billeted to the several ships, 
and, as they once more set foot on sturdy Americaa 
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decks, their faces, white aud wan with nineteen 
months of imprisonment, streamed with tears of joy. 

On board the Constitution the yards were manned, 
the full marine guard was drawn up in line, and the 
officers of the ship clustered bareheaded about the 
gangway to give honorable welcome to their return- 
ing comrades. Some of these wore ragged uniforms, 
others were clad in Turkish costume; and to meet 
one of these latter, an officer in a lieutenant's uni- 
form sprang forward with outstretched hands. 

" Biddle, my dear fellow I " 

" Vance Effendi I by the beard of the Prophet, and 
togged out as a Yankee luff! Is it really you, Billy, 
old man, or am I still dreaming a dream of the 
Arabian Nights? Ypu know that blooming old act- 
ing assistant sawbones of yours reported you as 
gathered to the fathers long ago, and claimed to 
reign in your stead." 

"Oh, Jim I It is so good to see you again, and 
even your nonsense is better worth hearing than 
some men's wisdom. But it was hard to recognize 
you in that costume." 

"Rather a rum disguise, isn't it? But it serves 
to cover up what is left of me. Say, Billy," added 
the irrepressible reefer, "don't you suppose you 
could break out a ton or so of cold prog down in the 
mess-room, just as a sort of lunch between meals? 
It doesn't seem as though I had eaten anything for 
about a year." 
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There was not only cold prog, but hot prog in many 
forms and generous abundance served at every mess- 
table of the American squadron that night, until 
between feasting and merrymaking the released 
captives could begin to look back on their recent 
bitter experience as only a troubled dream. 

In the morning the Tripolitan batteries saluted 
the stars and stripes as they were run to every mast- 
head of the flagship, the squadron saluted the 
Bashaw's castle, and the reign of peace was begun. 

That very day Decatur summoned Billy to his 
cabin, and said: — 

" Mr. Vance, it is decided to send the JSnterprise 
home with news of the treaty, and I am allowed to 
select the officer who shall command her. Which 
one of our lieutenants, in your opinion, best deserves 
this honor?" 

Billy's cheeks flushed, and a great hope leaped into 
his heart as he answered : — 

^^I should say, sir, that either Lieutenants Reed, 
Dent, Gordon, or McDonough would carry her in 
safety." 

" I have no doubt they would," laughed Decatur. 
" And since you have mentioned all but one of the 
mess, how do you think Lieutenant Vance would fill 
the position ? " 

" I, sir I Do you really mean that you are thinking 
of conferring so great an honor on me ? " 

" I really do, my dear fellow ; for you have bravely 
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won the billet ; and, with all my heart, do I congrat- 
ulate you upon your good fortune. Your instruc- 
tions are to take command at once, be ready to leave 
at daybreak, proceed directly to New York, forward 
your despatches from there by special post, and 
await orders from the department. If in the mean 
time you should avail yourself of the opportunity 
when so near home to finish out your unexpired 
leave of absence, I am inclined to think you will be 
permitted to do so. Now make haste, and get out 
of these pirate waters as quickly as possible. 
Good-bye. May God bless you and give you a safe 
voyage I " 

Two months later the saucy Unterprise dropped 
anchor off the Battery in New York harbor, receiv- 
ing and returning a salute from its guns as she did 
so. Immediately afterwards a captain's gig shot out 
from her side and was pulled smartly for the land- 
ing. In ite stem sheete were seated two officer, 
ruddy, bronzed, and pleasant to look upon in the 
sturdy strength of their young manhood. One of 
them was the commander of the trim vessel they had 
just left, while the other was his dearest friend and 
acting first lieutenant. 

" Biddle," quoth the former, gazing rapturously at 
the nearing land, " I once said that if I could only 
set foot on American soil again, I should feel like 
dropping on my knees and kissing it, and I almost 
feel as though I could do so at this moment." 
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" Kiss it I " cried Biddle. " I could eat it, and after 
the amount of dirt I did eat in that beastly prison, I 
know it would taste good." 

" Well, here we are at last, thank God, home from 
a four years' cruise, and that is a sadly long time to 
be exiled from one's own country. Now, my dear 
boy, hurry on to Washington as quickly as possible 
with the despatches, and don't stop any longer in 
Philadelphia on your way back than you can help ; 
for, you know, I am counting on a visit from you at 
Bonny Eagle." 

" Aye, aye, sir I " laughed Biddle. " At the same 
time I shall expect to see you in Philadelphia long 
before you see me in these parts again." 

So they parted, Midshipman Biddle hurrying south- 
ward with the glad tidings that gained him his pro- 
motion, and Lieutenant Vance accompanied by a 
negro servant, whom he addressed as "Dolphus," 
posting into Westchester. 

As he neared Bonny Eagle, Billy alighted from 
his chaise, sent it ahead with Dolphus and his lug- 
gage, and began to climb the little eminence that in 
his bojrish days he had named "Maintop." 

When close to the summit, he noticed for the first 
time that it was occupied by an old man and a young 
lady, who were intently watching his movements. 
Billy recognized the old man in an instant, but 
could not recall that he had ever before seen his fair 
companion. Lifting his cap to her, he was about to 
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speak, when the old man stumped forward, and pull- 
ing at his forelock, said : — 

" Seeing as you are a naval oflScer, sir, and I being 
an old sea-dog myself, I makes free — " 

" It's a bad habit, Martin, and I would try to out- 
grow it if I were you," interrupted Billy, laughing, 
and holding out his hand. 

Ere the astonished mariner could reply, a girlish 
figure darted past him, and, with a cry of joy that 
was almost a sob, flung her arms about the neck of 
the young lieutenant. 

"Billy! Billy Vance! My own dear brother! 
Didn't you know your own little sister Emily? Oh, 
I am so happy I And we will never, never let you 
go again." 

After old Martin had hobbled away to proclaim 
the great news and find Dolphus, leaving the long- 
separated brother and sister to an uninterrupted talk, 
Emily suddenly said : — 

"Only think, Billy, our dear Bonny Eagle is to 
be sold next week, and you never can guess who is 
going to buy it." 

" Then I shan't try. Who is the lucky man ? " 

"Dr. Dean of Philadelphia, and Rutji has just 
been here making me a visit. She'll be awfully dis- 
appointed when she learns that she might have seen 
you by waiting a single day longer. But you will 
go and see them, of course." 

" I hardly think I shall find time." 
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** Why, brother I I thought you were fond of her." 

" I was." 

"And she thinks everything of you. She almost 
told me so." 

" She didn't show it the last time we met." 

" What a goose you are ! Didn't you understand? 
She told me all about that, too. Do you remember 
something she said to you that dreadful night in the 
boat, when you two tried to escape from Tripoli ? " 

" I am not likely to forget it." 

" Well, that was the trouble. You see when she 
said that she never expected to see you again ; and 
afterwards she was so dreadfully embarrassed for fear 
you would remember it that she didn't know what to 
do. She is a dear, sweet, splendid girl, and she loves 
you. There I Now I've told, and I promised not to ; 
but I don't care — " 

" All the same," rejoined the young man, bitterly, 
" there can never be anything between her and me 
other than a sincere friendship, since she is the 
daughter of a very wealthy man, while I am only a 
poverty-stricken sailor." 

Ere Emily could reply, Mrs. Vance appeared on 
the scene, with a warm welcome home for her step- 
son, and the three went together to the house. 

When Billy's luggage was opened, of all the 
strange things he had to show, none so interested 
Emily as the quaint old medicine chest that had 
played so important a part during his captivity. 
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While she was examining it and questioning him 
about it, she drew forth a small package and asked 
him what it contained. 

" Pills," replied Billy, " and I have only kept it be- 
cause it was put there by Sidi. He must have made 
some mistake concerning it, for he said it was quite 
valuable. Afterwards I tried to return it to his 
father, but the old man insisted that I should keep it 
as a memento of his son. When I opened it a little 
later, I found only a number of pills, such as Sidi 
was in the habit of making up under my direction." 

By this time Emily had opened the packet, and a 
portion of its contents fell to the stone floor of the 
porch in which they were sitting. As the girl 
stooped to pick them up, a glitter in one of the 
queer-looking pills caught her eye. In another mo- 
ment she had rubbed off its brown outer coating. 

" Oh, brother I " she gasped. " Look, quick 1 ' 

Billy looked, and there, in her plump hand, lay a 
diamond as clear as crystal, sparkling like a sun- 
kissed dewdrop, and evidently of great value. 

"They are all diamonds!" cried the excited girl, as 
she hastily examined the remaining contents of Sidi's 
packet. "And you are rich — as rich as Dr. Dean, 
only ever so much more so. Oh, brother 1 What 
shall we do with it all?" 

" I think," replied the young lieutenant, slowly, as 
through striving to repress a tumult of feeling, " that 
I shall start at once for Philadelphia." 



Charles Scribner's Sons' 

New and Standard Books for 
Young Readers for 1898=99 . . . 

WILD ANiriALS I HAVE KNOWN 

By Ernest Seton Thompson, Naturalist to the Government of Manitoba, au- 
thor of •• Birds of Manitoba," ** Mammals of Manitoba," '* Art Anatomy of Ani- 
mals," etc. With 200 illustrations from drawings by the author. Square i2mo, 
I2.00. 

BelnflT the Personal Histories of: Lobo, the Wolf-Sllverspot, the Crow— 
RaflTKluflT, the Rabbit— Binji^o. the Doflr-The Springfield Fox— The Pacing 
Mustang- Wully, the Yellow Dog, and Redruff , the Partridge. 

This is a unique book as all will realize who remember the two or three chapters 
of it which appeared in Scribner's Magazine. Each one of the wild animals 
whose story is told by Mr. Thompson has been either a close acquaintance or 
so thoroughly studied that his characteristics appear as markedly personal as if 
the personality behind them were human. How animals feel, think and evince 
individual temperament, in a state of nature, has nowhere been so vividly shown 
heretofore. Mr. Thompson's abundant illustrations, besides their artistic interest, 
reinforce the text very strikingly. 

THREE UNIFORM VOLUMES BY NOAH BR00K5 

THE BOYS OP PAIRPORT. New Edition of " The Fairport Nine." Illus- 
trated. i2mo, $1.25. 

The author has partially re-written and has enlars:ed this favorite tale, making it 
now uniform with "The Boy Settlers" and "The Boy Emigrants." They form 
a trio of volumes about the American boy which every American boy ought to read. 

THE BOY SETTLERS. A Story of Early Times in Kansas. With i6 full- 
page illustrations by W. A. Rogers. i2mo, $1.25. 

THE BOY EMIORANTS. With illustrations by T. Moran and W. L, Shrppard. 
X2mo, I1.25. 

MRS. BURNETT'S FAMOUS JUVENILES 

An entirely new edition of Mrs. Bumett^s famous juveniles from new plates, with 
all the original illustrations. Bound in a beautifulnew cloth binding designed by 
R. B. Birch, and sold at very much reduced prices. 

Little Lord Pauntleroy 

Two Little Pilgrims' Progress 

Sarah Crewe and Little Saint Elizabeth and Other Stories. (In one vol.) 

Picdno, and Other Child Stories 

Giovanni and the Other 

Vive Voltttnes, lamo^ each, $1.^5 

The original editions can still be supplied at the former prices. 



SCRIBNE^S "BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG 

THE 3TORY OP A YANKEE BOY. By Herbert E. Hamblen. His Adven- 
tures Ashore and AfloaL Illustrated by Harry C. Edwards. i2mo, #1.50. 

The sali-water part of this story is marked by the same force which made Mr, 
Hamblen's "Ou Many Seas" so popular. The vivid account of the wreck and 
rescue, and the graphic pictures of a whaler's life in the North Pacific are thrill- 
iugly real, while the quaint New England life and humor in Will's escapades 
ashore will appeal to many readers. 

LULLABY LAND. Songs of Childhood. By Eugene Field. Selected and 
with an introduction by Kenneth Grahame, and profusely illustrated by 
Charles Robinson, lamo, #1.50. 

Illustrated by the same artist and in general uniform with "A Child's Garden of 
Verses," by Rubert Louis Stevenson, which has had such wide popularity. 

TWELVE NAVAL CAPTAINS. By Molly Elliot Seawell. 

John Paul Jones, Richard Dale* William Bainbridge. Richard Somers, Edward 
Preble, Thomas Truxtun, James Lawrence, Oliver H. Perry, Stephen Decatur, 
Isaac Hull. Charles Stewart, Thomas Macdonough. 

'*She tells the stories of her heroes in an admirable tone of impartiality. She has 
a serviceable command of nautical language, and, for anything smacking of the 
heroicabrightenthuiasm that is quite contagious. . . . A capital collection of 
yarns."— T'A^ Academy, London. 

THE STEVENSON SONQ BOOK. Verses from "A Child's Garden." By 
Robert Louis Stevenson. With music by various composers. A companion 
volume to the Field-DeKoven song book. Large 8vo, $2.00. 

AN OLD-FIELD 5CHOOL QIRL. By Marion Harland. With 8 full-page 
illustrations. i2mo, $1.25. 

LORDS OP THE WORLD. By Alfred J. Church. A Storv of the Fall of 
Carthage and Corinth. With 12 illustrations by Ralph Peacock. i2mo, $1.50. 

The scene of this story centres in the destruction of Carthage by the Romans. The 
story is full of valuable historical details and the interest never flags. 

THE LAST CRUISE OP THE MOHAWK. By W. J. Henderson. lUustrated 
by Harry C. Edwards. i2mo, $1.25. 

The book is crowded with dramatic incident— mutiny, shipwreck, Farragut's 
great fight in Mobile Bay— and the narrative is as simple as the events and char- 
acters are entertaining. 

WILL SHAKESPEARE'S LITTLE LAD, By Imogen Clark. With illustra- 
tions and cover-design by R. B. Birch. X2mo, $1.50. 

A story, full of warm color and brisk movement, of Stratford life in Shakespeare's 
day, the local atmosphere being reflected with rare fidelity, and the hero, the 
poet*s son, being drawn with sympathy and charm. 
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KIRK MUNROE'S STIRRING TALES 

JUST PUBI^ISH^D 

IN PIRATB WATERS. A Tale of the American Navy. Illustrated by 
I. W. Taber. 12010, I1.25. 

Mr. Munroe's many boy friends will be glad to hear that this is the first volume of 
a new series devoted to the American navy. It is a thrilling account of a young 
midshipman's adventures during the Tnpolitan War, his capture, shipwreck, 
and many escapes, as well as his romantic love affair, being interwoven with the 
history of Tripoli's defeat, the blowing up of the Philadelphiay and Somers's 
heroic deed in the Intrepid, 



THJS WHITJS CONQUEROR SSRIJSS 

Each, illustrated, i2mo, I1.25. The complete set, 4 vols, in a box, I5.00. 

WITH CROCKETT AND BOWIE ; or. Fighting for the Lone Star Flag. 
A Tale of Texas. With 8 full page illustrations by Victor P^rard. 

The story is of the Texas revolution in 1835, when American Texans under Sam 
Houston, Bowie, Crockett, and Travis, fought for relief from the intolerable 
tyranny of the Mexican Santa Afia. The hero, Rex Hardin, takes a prominent 

Sart in the heroic defense of the Alamo, the terrible scenes at Golead, and the 
nal triumph at Sau Jaciuto. 

THROUGH SWAMP AND OLADE. A Tale of the Seminole War. With 
8 full-page illustrations by Victor Pi^rard. i2mo, $1.25. 

In this story Mr. Munroe opens to view an exceedingly interesting period of 
American history— the period of the Seminole War in Florida. Coacoochee. the 
hero of the story, is a young Indian of noble birth, the son of Philip, the chieftain 
of the Seminoles. He is a boy at the time of the beginning of the Seminole 
troubles and grows up to lead his tribe in the long struggle which resulted in the 
Indians being driven from the north of Florida to the southern wilderness. 

AT WAR WITH PONTIAC ; or, The Totem of the Bear. A Tale of Red- 
coat and Redskin. With 8 full-page illustrations by J. Finnemore. i2mo, $1.25. 

A story of old days in America when Detroit was a frontier town and the shores 
of Lake Erie were held by hostile Indians under Pontiac. The hero, Donald 
Hester, goes in search of his sister Edith, who has been captured bv the Indians. 
Strange and terrible are his experiences; for he is wounded, taken prisoner, 
condemned to be burned, and contrives to escape. In the end there is peace 
between Pontiac and the English, and all things terminate happily. 

THE'WHITB CONQUERORS. A Tale of Toltec and Aztec. With 8 full- 
page illustrations by W. S. Stacev. i2mo, $1.25. 

This story deals with the Conquest of Mexico, by Cortes and his Spaniards, the 
*• White Conquerors," who, after many deeds of valor, pushed their wa^ into the 
great Aztec kingdom and established their power in the wondrous city where 
Montezuma reigned in barbaricTsplendor. 



SCRIBNET^S "BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG 
THREE BOOKS OP 5P0RTS AND QAMB5 

NBW EDITION JUST PUBI^ISHMD OF 

THe AMERICAN GIRL'S HANDY BOOK; or. How to Amusb Yoursblf 
AND Othrrs. By LiNA and Adelia B. Beard. With more than 300 illustratious. 
New and enlarged edition. Square 8vo, %2s», 

Eij^ht new chapters have been added to the forty-two which have carried this 
&mous t>ook to the hearts of all the young people since its appearance ten years 
ago. The new chapters, richly illustrated, treat of Golf, Bicycling, Swimming, 
Physical Culture, Girl's Clubs, A New Seashore Game, Apple Target Shooting 
ana Water Fairies. In its present form the book is a veritable treasure-house of 
information and amusement for girls. 

THB AMERICAN BOY'5 BOOK OP SPORT. Outdoor Games for All Sea- 
sons. By Daniel C. Beard. With 300 illustrations by the author. 8vo, I2.50. 

This new book by Mr. Beard, containing altogether new matter of great interest 
to all young lovers of sport, is a companion volume to the author*s well-known 
** American Boy's Hanay Book," of which over twenty-five thousand copies have 
been sold, and will undoubtedly rival that famous work in popularity. 

THB AMERICAN BOY'S HANDY BOOK; or. What to Do and How to 
Do IT. By Daniel C. Beard. With 360 illustrations. Square 8vo, $2.00. 

THOMAS NELSON PAGE'S TWO BOOKS 

AMONG THB CAMPS ; or, Young People's Stories of the War. With 8 
full-page illustrations. Square 8vo, $1.50. 

" They are five in number, each having reference to some incident of the Civil 
War. A vein of mingled pathos and humor runs through them all, and greatlv 
heightens the charm of them. It is the early experience of the author himself, 
doubtless, which makes his pictures of life in a S>outhem home during the great 
struggle so vivid and truthful. "^TA^ Nation, 

TWO LITTLE CONFEDERATES. With 8 full-page illustrations by Kemblb 
and Redwood. Square 8vo, $1.50. 

** Mr. Page was 'raised' in Virginia, and he knows the 'darkey' of the South 
better than any one who writes about them. And he knows ' white folks,' too, and 
his stories, whether for old or young people, have the charm of sincerity and 
beauty and xtaXiiy.'*— Harper* s Young People, 

EDWARD EGGLESTON»S TWO POPULAR BOOKS 

THE HOOSIER SCHOOL-BOY. Illustrated. i2mo, |i.oo. 

*" The Hoosler School-Boy • depicts some of the characteristics of boy-life years 
ago on the Ohio ; characteristics, however, that were not peculiar to that section. 
Tne story presents a vivid and interesting picture of the difficulties which in those 
days beset the path of the youth aspiring for an education." 

— Chicago Inter'Ocean* 

QUEER STORIES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. x2mo, |i.oo. 

" A very bright and attractive little volume for young readers. The stories are 
fresh, breezy, and healthy, with a good point to them and a good, sound American 
view of life and the road to success. The hook abounds in good feeling and good 
sense, and is written in a style of homely 9X\„** '-Independent, 
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SAMUEL ADAMS DRAKE'S HISTORICAL BOOKS 

JUST ISSUED 

THE BORDER WARS OF NEW ENGLAND 

Commonly Called King William's and Queen Anne's Wars. By Samuel 
Adams Drake. With 58 illustralions and maps. i2ino, $1.50. 

Mr. Drake has made a consecutive, entertaining narrative of the border wars 
which the French and Indians waged against the English settlers in New Eng- 
land during the reigns of King William and Queen Anne. The story is full of 
adventurous interest and is told with that minute attention to suggestive and in- 
structive details which have been the distinguishing feature of Mr. Drake's other 
books. The illustrations, many of them from photographs of historic spots and of 
buildings still standing, are of exceptional interest. 

FORMER VOI^UMMS 

THE MAKING OP THE OHIO VALLEY 5TATE5. 1660-1837. Illustrated. 
i2mo, I1.50. 

THE MAKING OP VIRGINIA AND THE MIDDLE COLONIES. 1578-1701. Il- 
lustrated. i2mo, $1.50. 

THE MAKING OP NEW ENGLAND. 1580-1643. With 148 illustrations and 
with maps. i2mo, $1.50. 

THE MAKING OP THE GREAT WEST. 1812-1853. With 145 illustrations and 
with maps. i2mo, $1.50. 

STORIES OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND HIS- 
TORY BY HENRIETTA CHRISTIAN WRIGHT 

A NMW VOhUME JUST ISSUED 

CHILDREN'S 5T0RIE5 IN AMERICAN LITERATURE.-1860-1896. i2mo, 
I1.25. 

Miss Wright here continues the attractive presentation of literary history begun 
in her " Children's Stories in English Literature," taking up the literary figures 
that have appeared since the time of the civil war, and treating their works and 
personalities in a simple manner, interesting to young readers. 

CHILDREN'S STORIES IN AMERICAN LITERATURE.- 1660-1860. i2mo, 

CHILDREN'S STORIES IN ENGLISH LITERATURE. Two volumes: Talie- 
siN TO Shakespeare— Shakespeare to Tennyson. i2mo, each, $1.25. 

CHILDREN'S STORIES OP THE GREAT SCIENTISTS. With portraits. 
i2mo, $1.25. 

CHILDREN'S STORIES IN AMERICAN HISTORY. Illustrated. X2mo, I1.35. 

CHILDREN'S STORIES OP AMERICAN PROGRESS. Illustrated, xamcb 
I1.25. 
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aOOKS BY WILLIAM HENRY FROST 



JUST PUBLISHED 

THB KNIGHTS OP THB ROUND TABLE. Illustrated and cover designed by 
S. R. Burleigh, lanio, I1.50. 

Mr. Frost's volumes of folk-lore stories have achieved a deserved popularity, and 
this last one, dealing with the ever-fascinating theme of the Round Table and its 
knights, is equal to either pf his earlier books. 

MR. FROST'S FORMMR BOOKS 

THE COURT OP KINO ARTHUR. Stories prom the Land op the Round 
Table. Illustrated by S. R. Burleigh, xamo, |i.so. 

Mr. Frost has had the happy idea of making a journey to the different places con- 
nected with the Arthurian romances by history or legend, and of relating the ever 
new Round Table Tales on their sites, to the same little girl, now somewhat older, 
to whom he told his charming Wagner stories. 

THE WAQNER STORY BOOK. Firelight Tales op the Great Music 
Dramas. Illustrated by Sidney R. Burleigh, xamo, I1.50. 

*' A successful attempt to make the romantic themes of the music drama intelligi- 
ble to young readers. The author has full command of his subject, and the style 
is easy, graceful, and simple." — Boston Beacon. 



ROBERT GRANT'S TWO BOOKS FOR BOYS 

JACK HALL; or, The School Days op an American Boy. Illustrated by P. 
G. Attwood. i2mo, $1.25. 

** A better book for boys has never been written. It is pure, clean, and healthy, 
and has throughout a vigorous action that holds the reaaer breathlessly." 

— Boston Heraid. 

JACK IN THE BUSH ; or, a Summer on a Salmon River. Illustrated by F. T. 
Merrill. X2mo, $1.35. 

*' A clever book for boys. It is the story of the camp life of a lot of boys, and is 
destined to please every boy reader. It is attractively illustrated." 

—Detroit Ptee Frest. 

THB KANTER QIRLS 

By Mary L, B. Branch. Illustrated by Helen M. Armstrong. Square lamo, 

11.50- 

The adventures of Jane and Prue, two small sisters, among different peoples of 

the imaginative world — dryads, snow-children, Kobolds, etc. — aided by their 

invisible rings, their magic boat, and their wonderful birds, are described by the 

author with great naturalness and a true gift for story-telling. The numerous 

illustrations are very attractive, and in thorough sympathy witn the text. 
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BOOKS BY HOWARD PYLE 

BEHIND THB GARDEN OP THE MOON. A Real Story op the Moon 
Angel. Written and illustrated by Howard Pylk. Square i2mo, I2.00. 

Out of the truth that great deeds are achieved and high character moulded by 
entire spiritual consecration, rather than by direct and interested effort, the 
author has evolved a winning and delightful piece of fanciful fiction, and has il- 
lustrated it copiously in his happiest and most characteristically poetical vein. 

THE MERRY ADVENTURES OP ROBIN HOOD of Great Renown in Not- 
TiNGHAMSHiRE. With many illustrations. Royal 8vo, I3.00. 

** This superb book is unquestionably the most original and elaborate ever pro- 
duced by any American artist. Mr. Pyle has told, with pencil and pen, the com- 
plete and consecutive story of Robin Hood and his merry men in their haunts in 
Sherwood Forest, gathered from the old ballads and legends. Mr. Pyle's admira- 
ble illustrations are strewn profusely through the hook.."— Boston Transcript, 

OTTO OP THE SILVER HAND. With many illustrations. Royal 8vo, half 
leather, $2.00. 

" The scene of the story is mediaeval Germany in the time of the feuds and robber 
barons and romance. The kidnapping of Otto, his adventures among rough 
soldiers, and his daring rescue, make up a spirited andthrilling story." — Cnrtstian 
Union. 

THE BUTTERFLY HUNTERS IN THE CARIBBEES 

By Dr. Eugene Murray-Aaron. With 8 full-page illustrations. Square lamo, 
I2.00. 

'* Our author only reproduces the incidents and scenes of his own life, as an 
exploring naturalist, in a way to capture the attention of younger readers." 

Chicago Inter-Ocean, 

JUST PUBLISHED 

THE KINO OF THE BRONCOS 

And Other Tales op New Mexico. By Charles F. Lummis. Illustrated by 
Victor P^rard. lamo, I1.25. 

A charming collection of stories of life and adventure in the Southwest. The last 
story, " My Friend Will," is a masterpiece, with a brainy moral for adult as well 
as juvenile readers. 

A NEW MEXICO DAVID 

And Other Storirs and Sketches op the South-west. By Charles F. 
Lummis. Illustrated. lamo, I1.25. 

** Mr. Lummis has lived for years in the land of the Pueblos; has traversed it in 
every direction, both on foot and on horseback ; and it is an enthralling treat set 
before youthful readers by him in this series of lively chronicles."— i^oj/^n Beacon. 

STORIES FOR BOYS 

By Richard Harding Davis. With 6 full-page illustrations. i2mo, |i.oo. 

'* It will be astonishing indeed if youths of all ages are not fascinated with these 
'Stories for Boys.' Mr. Davis knows infallibly what will interest bis young 
readers." — Boston Beacon. 
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HEROES OF THE OLDEN TIME 

By Jambs Baldwin. Three volumes, i2ino, each beautifully illustrated. Singly, 
I1.50; the set, $4.00. . 

A STORY OP THE GOLDEN AQE. Illustrated by Howard Pylb. 

" Mr. Baldwin's book is redolent with the spirit of the Odyssey, that f^lorious 
primitive epic, fresh with the dew of the mornine of time. It is an unalloyed 
pleasure to read his recital of the adventures of tne wiley Odysseus. Howard 
Pyle's illustrations render the spirit of the Homeric age with admirable felicity." 

—Prof. H. H. BoYESEN. 

THE STORY OP SIEQPRIBD. Illustrated by Howard Pvle. 

THE STORY OP ROLAND. Illustrated by R. B. Birch. 



Edited by Sidnbv Lanibr. and richly illustrated by Fredbricks, Bensell, and 
Kappes. Four volumes, cloth, uniform binding, price per set, I7.00. 



THE BOY'S LIBRARY OF LEGEND AND CHIVALRY 

NSELL, and 
Sold sepa- 
rately, price per volume, $2.00. 

Mr. Lanier's books present to boy readers the old English classics of history 
and legend in attractive form. While thev are stories of action and stirring inci- 
dent, they teach those lessons which manly, honest boys ought to learn. 

THE BOY'S KING ARTHUR THE BOY'S PERCY 

THE BOY'S PROISSART THE KNIGHTLY LEGENDS OP WALES 

FRANK R. STOCKTON'S BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG 

*' His books for boys and girls are classics." — Newark Advertiser, 

THE CLOCKS OP RONDAINE, and Other Stories. With 24 illustrations 
by Blashfield, Rogers, Beard, and others. Square 8vo, $1.50. 

PERSONALLY CONDUCTED. Illustrated by Fennell, Parsons, and others. 
Square 8vo, I2.00. 

THE 3T0RY OP VITEAU. Illustrated by R. B. Birch, xamo, I1.50. 

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP. With 20 illustrations, lamo, $1.50. 

THE FLOATING PRINCE AND OTHER FAIRY TALES. Illustrated. Squar* 
8vo, I1.50. 

THE TING-A-LING TALES. Illustrated. lamo, |i.oo. 

ROUNDABOUT RAMBLE5 IN LANDS OP PACT AND FICTION. Illus- 
trated. Square 8vo, %\ 50. 

TALES OUT OP SCHOOL. With nearly 200 illustrations. Square 8vo, $1.50. 

" The volumes are profusely illustrated and contain the most entertaining 
sketches in Mr. Stoclcton's most entertaining manner." — Christian Union* 

THINGS WILL TAKE A TURN 

By Beatrice Harraden, author of *' Ships That Passlin the Night." ^Illustrated, 
lamo, |i.oo. 

One cannot help being fascinated by the sweet little heroine of this tale, she is so 
engaging, so natural ; and to love Rosebud is to love all her friends and enter 
sympathetically into the good fortune she brought them. 
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JULES VERNE'S GREATEST WORK 
"THE EXPLORATION OF THE WORLD." 

** M. Veme*s scheme in this worli^is to tell fully how man has made acquaintance 
with the world in which he lives, to combine into a single work in three volumes 
the wonderful stories of all the great explorers, navigators, and travelers who have 
sought out, one after another, the once uttermost parts of the earth." 

— The New York Evening PosU 

The three volumes, in a set, I7.50; singly, I3.50. 

FAMOUS TRAVELS AND TRAVELLERS. With over xoo full-page illustra- 
tions, maps, etc. 8vo, $2.50. 

THE GREAT NAVIGATORS OP THE XVIIIth CENTURY. With 96 full-page 
illustrations and 19 maps. 8vo, $3.50. 

THE GREAT EXPLORERS OP THE XlXth CENTURY. With over xoo full- 
page illustrations, fac-similes, etc. 8vo, |2.so. 

JULES VERNE'S STORIES. UNIFORM 
ILLUSTRATED EDITION 

Nine volumes, 8vo, extra cloth, with over 750 full-page illustrations. Price, per 
set, in a box, I17.50. Sold also in separate volumes. 

MICHAEL STROGOFP ; or. The Courier of the Czar, 52.00. A FLOATING 
CITY AND THE BLOCKADE RUNNERS. I2.00. HECTOR 3ERVADAC. $2.00. 
A JOURNEY TO THE CENTRE OP THE EARTH. I2.00. FROM THE 
EARTH TO THE MOON. 5200. DICK SANDS. I2.00. THE STEAM 
HOUSE. $2.00. THE OIANT RAFT. $2.00. THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND. I3.50. 

NOAH BROOKS'S BOOKS FOR BOYS 

THE BOY SETTLERS. A Story of Early Times in Kansas. With 16 full, 
page illustrations by W. A. Rogers. X2mo, 11.25. 

*' A volume that all spirited boys will admire ; its descriptions of frontier life arv 
accurate and exciting." — Boston Saturday Evening Gazette, 

THE BOY EMIGRANTS. With illustrations by T. Moran and W. L. Sheppard. 
i2mo, I1.25. 

** It is one of the best boys' stories we have ever read. There is nothing morbid 
or unhealthy about it. His heroes are thorough boys, with all the faults of their 
age."— rAtf Christian at IVork, 

THE PAIRPORT NINE. By Noah Brooks. Illustrated. z2mo, I1.25. 

*' It is full of wild adventures and boyish tricks, but its general tone is wholesome 
and manly, and while its young readers will find it sufficiently 'jolly ' they will get 
ao harm from ii,*' ^Philadelphia Times. 
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THE N0R5ELAND 5ERIE5 

By H. H. BoYBSBN. 

NORSELAND TALB5. Illustrated. i2mo, |i.%. 

BOYHOOD IN NORWAY: Nine Stories op Deeds op the Sons op the 
Vikings. With 8 illustrations. lamo, $1.25. 

AGAINST HEAVY ODDS, and a Fearless Trio. With 13 full-page illustra- 
tions by W. L. Taylor. lamo, I1.25. 

THE MODERN VIKINQS: Stories op Lipb and Sport in the Norselakd. 
With many full-page illustrations. 12010, I1.25. 

The four above volumes in a box, $5.00. 

TWO BOOKS BY ROSSITER JOHNSON 

THE END OP A RAINBOW. An American Story. Illustrated. X2mo, $1.50. 

*' It will be read with breathless interest. It is interesting and full of boyish ex- 
perience." — Th^ Independent, 

PHAETON R00ER5. A Novel op Boy Lipb. Illustrated. i2mo, $1.50. 

BOOKS OF ADVENTURE BY ROBERT LEIQHTON 

JUST PUBLISHBD 

THE GOLDEN OALLBON. A Story op Queen Elizabeth's Tims. Illus- 
trated. i2rao, $1.50. 

PRJSVIOUS VOLUMES 

OLAP THE GLORIOUS. A Story op Olap Triggvison, King op Norway, 
A. D. 995-1000. Crown 8vo, with numerous full-page illustrations, $1.50. 

THE WRECK OP THE GOLDEN PLEECE. The Story op a North Sea 
Fisher Boy. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

THE THIRSTY SWORD. A Story op the Norse Invasion op Scotland, 
1262-65. With 8 illustrations and a map. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

THE PILOTS OF POMONA. A Story op the Orkney Islands. With 8 illus- 
trations and a map. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

*' Mr. Leighton as a writer for boys needs no praise, as his books place him in the 
front rank." — New York Observer, 

NEW AMSTERDAM EDITION 

HANS DRINKER ; or, The Silver Skates. By Mary Mapes Dodge. New 
edition, with over 100 illustrations by Allen B. Doggett. i2mo, I2.50. 

Mrs. Dodge's ever-popular story will appeal afresh to old and new readers in this 
handsome new edition. The pictures not only adorn the book most attractively, 
but illustrate it in the highest sense, reflecting the spirit of the text most admira- 
bly, and depicting the Dutch scenes and characters with great fidelity. They are 
the result of a special journey to Holland, undertaken by the artist in order that 
he might visit, in person, the places where scenes of Mrs. Dodge's story were laid. 

W, O. STODDARD'S BOOKS FOR BOYS 

Dab KINZER. a Story op a Growing Boy. SALTILLO BOYS 

THE QUARTET. A Sequel to Dab Kinzkr. AMONO THE LAKES 

WINTER FUN 



SCRIBNEH^S 'BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG 

Q. A. HENTY'S POPULAR STORIES 

FOR BOYS 

New Volumes for 1898-99. Bach, crown 8vo, handsomely illustrated, $1.50 

Mr. Henty, the most popular writer of Books of Ad- 
venture in England, adds three new volumes to his 
list this fall^books that will delight thousands of 
boys on this side who have become his ardent admirers 

" Mr. Henty's books never fail to interest boy readers. Among writers of stories 
of adventure he stands in the very first rank "—Academy, London. 

" No country nor epoch of history is there which Mr. Henty does not know, and 
what is really remarkable is that he alwaj^s writes well and interestingly. Boys 
like stirring adventures, and Mr. Henty is a master of this method of composi- 
tion. "—.A^cWt; Vor/t Times. 

UNDER WELLINGTON'S COMMAND 

A Tale of the Peninsular War. Illustrated by Wal Paget. 

Terence O'Connor, the hero of this story, was the central figure of Mr. Henty's 
previous volume, " With Moore at Corunna," to which this volume, though 
entirely complete in itself, is a sequel. He is present at the battles of Talavera, 
Almeida and Fuentes d'Onoro, as well as the sack of Ciudad Roderigo, and the 
exciting adventures he undergoes form a fitting culmination to the former pictures 
of the Peninsular Campaign. 

AT ABOUKIR AND ACRE 

A Story of Napoleon's Invasion of Egypt. Illustrated by William Rainbv. 

Edgar Blagrove in this tale saves the life of an Arab chiefs son, and with this 
Arab's tribe takes part in the battle of the Pyramids and the revolt at Cairo. 
After witnessing the naval battle of Aboukir, and fighting in the hardest of the 
defense of Acre, he experiences some wild conflicts on the sea before reaching his 
home in safety. 

BOTH SIDES THE BORDER 

A Tale of Hotspur and Glendower. Illttstrated by Ralph Peacock. 

This is a stirring story of the times when the Wars of the Roses were b^inning, 
and the Scotch, under Douglas, with the Welsh, under Owen Glendower, were 
attacking the English. Oswald Forster enters the service of Lord Percy (Hot- 
spur), is knighted for bravery and captured by Glendower. Later on he takes 
part in the Northumberland Rebellion and the fatal battle of Shrewsbury. 



SCRIBNET^S 'BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG 
MR. HENTY'S OTHER BOOKS 

Each volume with numeroas iUastrations, handsomely bound. i2mo, $1.50. 

WITH PRBDBRICK THE GREAT. A Tai^ op the Seven Years' War. With 
I a full -page illustrations by Wal. Paget. 

A MARCH ON LONDON. A Story of Wat Tyler's Rising. With 8 full-page 
illustrations by W. H. Margetson. 

WITH MOORE AT CORUNNA. A Story of the Peninsular War. With w 
full-page illustrations by Wal. Paget. 

AT AOINCOURT. A Tale of the White Hoods op Paris. With 12 full-page 
illustrations by Wal. Paget. 

COCHRANE THE DAUNTLESS. A Tale of the Exploits of Lord Coch- 
rane IN South American Waters. With 12 full-page illustrations by W. H. 
Margetson. 

ON THE IRRAWADDY. A Story of the First Burmese War. With 8 fuU- 
page illustrations by W. H. Overend. 

THROUGH RUSSIAN SNOWS. A Story op Napoleon's Retreat from 
Moscow. With 8 full-page illustrations by W. H. Overend. 

A KNIGHT OP THE WHITE CROSS. A Tale of the Siege of Rhodes. 
With 12 full-page illustrations by Ralph Peacock. 

THE TIGER OP MYSORE. A Story of the War with Tippoo Said. With 
12 full-page illustrations by W. H. Margetson. 

IN THE HEART OP THE ROCKIES. A Story of Adventure in Colorado. 

WHEN LONDON BURNED. A Story of Restoration Times and the Great 
Fire. 

WULP THE SAXON. A Story op the Norman Conquest. 

ST. BARTHOLOMEW'S EVE. A Tale of the Huguenot Wars. 

THROUGH THE SIKH WAR. A Tale op the Conquest of the Punjaub. 

A JACOBITE EXILE. Being the Adventures op a Young Englishman in 
the Service of Charles XH. of Sweden. 

CONDEMNED AS A NIHILIST. A Story of Escape prom Siberia. 

BERIC THE BRITON. A Story of the Roman Invasion. 

IN GREEK WATERS. A Story of the Grecian War of Indefbndbncb 

[182X-1827]. 

THE DASH POR KHARTOUM. A Tale of the Nile Expedition. 
REDSKIN AND COWBOY. A Tale of the Western Plains. 
HELD PAST POR ENGLAND. A Tale of the Siege of Gibraltar. 
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